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To the Honourable 


Sir William Leviſon Gower, Bart. 


HERE is one kind of Virtue which 
is inborn in the Nobility, and indeed 
in moſt of the ancient Families of 
this Nation; they are not apt to inſult 
on the Misfortunes of their Country- 
men. But you, Sir, I may tell it you without 
Flattery, have grafted on this natural Commiſera- 
tion, and rais'd it to 2 nobler Virtue : as you have 
been pleas'd to honour me, for a long time, with 
ſome part of your Eſteem and your Good-will; fo 
in particular, fince the late Revolation, you have 
iacreas'd the Proofs of your Kindneſs to me; and 
not ſuffer d the difference of Opinions, which pro- 
dace ſuch Hatred and Enmity in the brutal part of 
amane Kind, to remove you from the ſettled Ba- 
s of your good Nature and good Senſe. This 
obleneſs of yours, had it been exercis'd on an 
nemy, had certainly been a Point of Honour, and 
s ſuch | might have juſtly recommended it to the 
vorld: But that of Conſtancy to your former 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 

Choice, and the Purſuance of your fr Favours, 
are Virtues not over-common amongſt Eg 
men. All Things of Honour have, at beſt, ſome- 
what of Oſtentation in them, and Self love; there 
i. Pride of doing more than is expected from us, 
and more than others would have done. But to 
procced in the fame Track of Goodneſs, Favour 
and Protection, is to ſhew that a Man is acted by 
a thorough Principle: Ir carries ſomewhat of Ten- 
derne(s in it, which is Humanity in a heroical De- 
gree; tis a kind of unmoveable Good. nature; a 
Word which is commonly deſpis'd, becauſe it is 
ſo ſeldom pra&tis'd. But after all, tis the moſt 
generous Virtue, oppos d to the moſt 
Vice, which is that of Ruggedneſs and Harſhneſs 
to our Fellow-creatures. 
'Tis upon this Knowledge of you, Sir, that 1 
have choſen you with your Permiſſion, to be the 
Patron of this Poem. And, as fince this won- 
derful Revolution, I have begun with the beſt Pat- 
tern of Humanity, the Earl of Leiceſter ; I ſhall 
continue to follow the fame Method, in all, to 
whom [I ſhall addreſs; and endeavour to pitch on 
ſuch only, as have been pleas'd to own me in this 


Ruin of my ſmall Fortune; who, though they are 


of a contrary Opinion themſelves, yet blame not 


me for adhering to a loſt Cauſe; and judging ſor 


my ſelf, what I cannot chooſe but judge; fo long 


as I am a patient Sufferer, and no Diſturber of 


the Government. Which, if it be a ſevere Pe- 
Nance, as a great Wit has told the World, *tis at 
leaſt enjoin'd me by my ſelf: And Saxcho Panca, 
as much a Fool as I, was obſerv'd to diſcipline his 


Body 
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Body no farther than he found he could endure the 
Smart 


Yo ſee, Sir, I am not entertaining you, like O- 

vid, with a lamentable Epiſtle from Pozzas : I ſuf- 

fer no more than I can eaſily undergo; and ſo long 
| HF as I enjoy my Liberty, which is the Birthright 
of an Exgliþmax, the reſt ſhall never go near my 
Heart. The merry Philoſopher is more to my Hu- 


ſition in my ſelf to cry, while the mad Wopld is 
daily ſupplying me with ſuch Occaſions of Laugh- 
ter. The more reaſonable fort of my Countrymen 
have ſhewn ſo much Favour to this Piece, that they 
give me no doubt of their Protection for the future. 

As you, Sir, have been pleas d to follow the Ex- 
ample of their Goodneſs, in favouring me- 80 
give me leave to ſay, that I follow yours in this 
Dedication, to a Perſon of a different Perſuafion. 
Tho? I muſt confeſs withal, that I have had a ſor- 
mer Encouragement from you tor this Addreſs ; and 
the warm Remembrance of your noble Hoſpitality 
to me at Trewtham, when ſome Years ago l viſited 
my Friends and Relations in your Country, has ever 
fince given me a violent Temptation to this Boldneſs. 

"Tis true, were this Comedy wholly mine, I 
ſhould call it a Trifle, and perhaps not think it 
worth your Patronage; but when the Names of 
Planta and Moliere are join'd in it; that is, the 
two greateſt Names of Ancient and Modern Co- 
medy, I muſt not preſume fo far on their Reputa- 
tion, to think their beſt and moſt unqueſtion'd Pro- 
duQions can be term'd little. I will not give you 
the Trouble of acquainting N you what I have added, 

3 or 


LSB EEE LEES OR Sal 


monr than the melancholick ; and I find no Diſpo-— 
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or alter'd in either of them, ſo much, it may be, 
for the worſe; but only that the Difference of our 
Stage from the Romas and the French did fo re- 
quire it. But I am afraid, for my own Intereſt, 
the World will too eaſily diſcover, that more than 
Half of it is mine; and that the reſt is rather a 
lame Imitation of their Excellencies, than a juſt 
Tranſlation, Tis enough, that the Reader know 
by you, that I neither deſerve, nor defire any Ap- 
plauſe from it: If 1 have perform'd any thing, tis 
the Genius of my Authors that inſpir'd me; and 
If it has pleas'd in Repreſentation, let the Actors 
ſhare the Praiſe amongſt themſelves. As for Plaz- 
tat and Moliere, they are dangerous People; and I 
am too weak a Gameſter to put my ſelf into their 
Form of Play. But what has been wanting on 
my part, has been abundantly ſupply'd by the ex- 
cellent Compoſition of Mr. Purcell; in whoſe 
Perſon we have at length found an Exgliſpman, e- 
qual with the beſt abroad. At leaſt my Opinion of 
him has been ſuch, ſince his happy and judicious 
Performances in the late Opera; and the Expe- 
rience I have had of him, in the ſetting my three 
Songs for this Azephicryow: To all which, and 
particularly to the Compoſition of the Paſtoral 
Dialogze, the numerous Choir of fair Ladies gave 
ſo juſt an Applauſe on the third Day. I am only 
ſorry, for my own fake, that there was one Star 
wanting, as beautiful as any in our Hemiſphere; 
that young Berenice, who is miſimploy ing all her 
Charms on ſtupid Country Souls, that can ne- 
ver know the Value of them; and loſing the Tri- 
umphs which are ready prepar'd for her in the 
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Court and Town. And yet I know not whe- 
ther I am ſo much a Loſer by her Abſence; for I 
have Reaſon to the Sharpneſs of her 
Judgment, if it were not allay'd with the Sweet- 
neſs of her Nature; and after all, I fear ſhe may 
come time enough to diſcover a thouſand Imper- 
fections in my Play, which might have paſs'd on 
vulgar Underſtandings. Be pleas'd to uſe the Au- 
thority of a Father over her, on my Behalf; en- 
join her to keep her own Thoughts of Azph:rryon 
to her ſelf: or at leaſt not to compare him too 
ſtrictly with Moliere s. *T is true, I have an Inte- 
reſt in this Partiality of hers: but withal, I plead 
ſome Sort of Merit for it, in being ſo particularly 
4 I am, 


STIR, 
0b. 24. Tour moſt obedient, 


bumble Servant, 


Joun DRYDEN. 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


"'" lab'ring Bee, when his ſharp Sting is gone, 
Forgets his golden Work, and turns a Drone: 

Such is a Saryr, when you take away 

That Rage, in which his noble Vigour lay. 

What gain you, by not ſuffering him to teize ye? 

He neither can offend you now, nor pleaſe ye. 

| The Honey-Bag, and Venom, lay ſo near, 

That both, together, you reſolv'd to tear; 2 

Aud loſt your Pleaſure, to ſecure your Fear. 

How can he ſhow his Manhood, if you bind him, 

To box, like Boys, with one Hand ty'd behind him? 

This is plain levelling of Nit; in which 

The Poor has all th' Advantage, not the Rich. 

The Blockhead ſtands excus'd for want of Senſe; 

And Wits turn Blockheads in their own Defence. 

Tet, though the Stages Traffick is undone, 

Still Julian's interloping Trade goes on: 

Though Satyr on the Theatre you ſmot her, 

Tet in Lampoons you libel one another. 

The firſt produces fl, « ſecond Jig ; 

Yow whip em out, like School-Boys, till they gig: 

And, with the ſame Succeſs, we Readers gueſs, 

For ev'ry one ſtill dwindles to a leſs. 

And much good Malice is ſo meanly dreſt, 

That we wor d laugh, but cannot find the Jeſt. 


PROLOGUE. 


If no Advice your Rhiming Rage can ſtay, 

Let not the Ladies ſuffer in the Fray. 

Their tender Sex is privileg d from War; 

'Tis not like Knights, to draw upon the Fair. 

What Fame expect you from ſo mean a Prize? 

We wear no murd ring Weapons, but onr Eyes. 

Our Sex, you know, was aſter yours deſign'd ; 

The laſt Perfeftion of the Maker's Mind: [ behind. 
Heaw'n drew out all the Gold for us, and left your Droſs 
Beauty, for Valour's beſt Reward, he choſe; 

Peace, afier War ; and after Toil, Repoſe. 

Hence ye prophane ; excluded from our Sights , 

And charm'd by Day, with Honour's vain Delights, 
Go, make your beſt of ſolitary Nights. 

Recant betimes, tis Prudence to ſubmit : 

Our Sex is ſtill your Overmatch in Wit: 

We never fail, with new, ſucceſsful Arts, 

To make fine Fools of you; and all your Parts. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Mr. Betterton. 
Mr. Lee. 

Mr. Bowman. 
Mr. Nokes. 
Mr. Sandford. 
Mr. Bright. 
Mr. Bowen. 
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Mrs. Barry. 
Mrs. Mountford. 
Mrs. Corey. 
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Two SOSIAS. 


ACT L SCENE I. 
Mercury and Phœbus deſcend is ſeveral Ma- 


chines. 


PronBBUs. . 
NOW you the Reaſon of this preſent 


a » 3 

5 W hat Buſineſs has our Jupiter on Earth ? 
_ Why moreat Thebes than any other Place? 

And why we two of all the Herd of Gods 

Are choſen out to meet him in Conſult? 

They call me God of Wiſdom, 

But Mears and Vulcan, the two Fools of Heav'n, 

Whoſe Wir lies in their Anvil and their Sword, 

Know full as much as I, 


Merc. 
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Merc. And Venns may know more than both of us, 
For 'tis ſome Petticoat Affair, I 

I have diſcharg'd my Duty; which was to ſummon 
Phabus : we ſhall know more anon, when the 
Thunderer comes down. Tis our Part to obey our 
Father; for, to confeſs the Truth, we two are little 
better than Sons of Harlots: and if Jupiter had 
not been pleas'd to take a little Pains with our Mo- 
thers, inſts d of being Gods, we might have been a 
couple of Link-Boys. 

Phxb. But know you nothing farther, Hermes? What 
News in Court? 

Merc. There has been a deviliſh Quarrel, I can tell 

, berwixt Jupiter and Juno: ſhe threaten'd to ſue 

Vim in the Spiritual Court, for ſome Matrimonial O- 
miſſions; and he ſtood upon his Prerogative. Then 
ſhe hit him in the Teeth of all his B. ſt irds; and your 
Name and mine were us'd with leſs Reverence than 
became our Godſhips. They were both in their Cups; 
and at laſt the Mitter grew ſo high, that they were 
ready to have thrown Stars at one another's Heads. 

Phahb. Twas happy for me that I was at my Voca- 
tion, driving Day-light about the World; but I had ra- 
ther ſtand my Father's Thunderbolts, than my Step- 


Mother's Rai og, 

Merc. When the Tongue-battle was over, and the 
Championeſs had harneſs'd her Peacocks, to go for Sa- 
Wos, and hear the Prayers that were made to ber 

Phab. By the way, — W or ſhippers had a bad Time 
on't; ſhe was in a damnable Humour for receiving 
Petitions 

Merc. Jupiter immediately beckons me aſide; and 
charges me, that as ſoon as ever you had ſet up your 
Horſes, you and I ſhould meet him here at Thebes : 


now, putting the Premiſes together, as dark as it is, 
methinks 1 beg to ſee Day- light. 


Phxb. As plain as one of my own Beams; ſhe has 
made him uneaſy at home, and he is going to ſeek his 
Diverſion abroad: | fee Heav'n it is no privileg'd 
| lace for Happineſs, if a Man muſt carry his Wife a- 
| bog with him, Ig 


— 
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mach a 


neſt Man's caſe on Earth too, Jove help em, bined 
he does to make em Cuckolds. 

Phab. But if ſo, Mercury, then I, who am a Poet; 
muſt endite his Love-Letter; and you, who are by 
Trade a. Porter, muſt convey it. 

Merc. No more, he's coming down ſowſe upon us, 
and hears as far as he can fee too; he's plaguy hot 
upon the Buſineſs, I know it by his bard driving. 

| [Jupiter deſcends. 

Jup. What, you are deſcanting upon my Actions: 
Much good ay do you with your Politicks : 

All Subjects will be cenſuring their Kings. 
Well, 1 confeſs I am in Love; what then 

Phab. Some Mortal, we preſume, of Cadma: Blood: 

Some Theban Beauty; ſome new Semele, 


Or ſome __ | 
I'll fay. that for my Father, he's conſtant to an 
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Merc. 
handſome Family : he knows when have a 
Smack with 'em; and ſnuffs up Incenſe fo ſavourily, 
"- 'tis * him by a — _ 

Well, my familiar » this ſaucy Carriage 
I have deſerv'd; for he who truſts a Secret, 
1 his own Man his Maſter. 
I your Thoughts, 
Therefore you may as ſafely ſpeak as think. 

Merc. Mine was a very — oughe, I was con- 
ſidering into what Form your ighty ſhip would be 
pleas'd to transform your ſelf to-night, Whether you 
weu'd fornicate in the ſhape of a Bull, or a Ram, or 
an Eagle, or a Swan: what Bird or Beaſt you wou'd 

aſe to honour, by tranſgreſhng your own Laws, in 

is Likeneſs; or in ſhort, whether you wou'd recreate 
your ſelf in Feathers, or in Leather! 

Pheb. Any Diſguiſe to bide the King of Gods. 

Jup. I know your Malice, Ph us, you wou'd ſay 
That when a Monarch fins, it ſhou'd be ſecret; 


To keep exterior ot | 
To keep Show of Sanctity; Maintain 


DO traits fd... weaoneginns law 
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Maintain Reſpe&, and cover bad Example : 

For Kings and Prieſts are in a manner bound 

For Reverence fake to be cloſe Hypocrites. 
Phab. But what neceffitates you to this Love, 

Which you confeſs a Crime, and yet commit ? 

For to be ſecret makes not Sin the leſs: 

'Tis only hidden from the vulgar View: 

Maintains, indeed, the Reverence due to Princes, 

But not abſolves the Conſcience from the Crime. 
Jap. 1 love, becauſe 'twas in the Fates I ſhou'd. 
Phab. With Reverence be it ſpoke, a bad Excuſe : 

Thus every wicked Act in Heav'n or Earth, 

May make the ſame Defence; but what is Fate? 

Is it a blind Contingence of Events ? 

Or ſure Neceſſity of Cauſes link u, 

That muſt produce Effects? or is't a Pow'r 

That orders all things by ſuperior Will, 

Foreſees his Work, and works in that Foreſight ? 
Jup. Fate is, what I 

By virtue of Omnipotence have made it : 

And Pow'r Omnipotent can do no wrong : 

Not to my ſelf, becauſe I will'd it ſo; 

Nor yet to Men, for what they are is mine. 

This Night I will enjoy Amphitrvon's Wife: 

For, when I made her, I decreed her ſuch 

As I ſhou'd pleaſe to love. I wrong not him 

Whoſe Wite ſhe is; for I referv'd my Right, 

To have her while ſhe pleas'd me; that once paſt, 

She ſhall be bis again. 
Merc, Here's Omnipotence with a Vengeance, to 

make a Man a Cuckold, and yet not to do him 


wro 
Then 1 find, Father Jupiter, that when you — 4 


Fate, you had the Wit to contrive a Holiday for your 
ſelf now and then. For you Kings never enact a Law, 
but you have a kind of an Eye to your own Prero- 
tive. 
Tak. If there be no ſuch thing as Right and 
Wrong, 
Ot an eternal Being, I have done 
But if there be 


Jup. Peace, thou diſputing Fool: 


AMPHITRYON. 15 


Learn this; if thou could'ſt comprehend my W 
Then thou wert Jove, not I: yet, r 
That, for the Good of human kind, this Night 
I ſhall beget a future Hercules; 
Who ſha wang > vhs. per injur'd Mortals, 
Shall conquer Monſters, reform the World. 
Merc. Ay, Brother Pharbus; and our Father made all 
thoſe Monſters for Hercules to conquer, and contriv'd all 
thoſe Vices on purpoſe for aint to reform too, there's 
* — ing Arbitrary P will hear eaſon, 
Phab, Since Arbi ow'r wi no R 
tis Wiſdom to be ſilent. 
Merc, Why that's the Point; this ſame Arbitrary 
Power is a knock down A ; tis but a Word 
and a Blow, now methinks our Father ſpeaks out 
like an honeſt bare-fac'd God, as he is; he lays the 
Streſs in the right Place, abſolute Dominion : I 
confeſs if he had been a Man, he might have been a 
Tyrant, if his Subjects durſt have d him to Ac- 
count: But you, Brother Phabss, are but a meer 
Gentleman, that never comes to Court; that 
are abroad all Day on Horſeback, making Viſits a- 
bout the World; are drinking all Night, and in your 
Cups are ſtill railing at the Government? O theſe Pa- 


triots, theſe bumpkin Patriots, are a very filly ſort of 
Animal. e 


Jup. preſent Purpoſe and Deſign you heard; 
T' 225 Wie, the fair Alcmena, 
You two muſt be ſubſervient to my Love. ; 
Merc. [to Phabus.,) No more of your Grumbleto- 
nian Morals, Brother ; there's Preferment coming, be 
advis'd, and pimp dutifu q 
Fup. Amphitryon, the brave Theban General, 
Has overcome his Country's Foes in Fight; 
And in a fingle Duel ſlain their King: 


His conquering Troops are eager on their March 


Returning home; while their young General, 
More to review his beaureous Wife, 
Poſts on , wing'd with impetuous Love, 
And by To-morrow Dawn, will reach thir Town. _ 
Merc. That's but ſhort Warning, Father Jupiter: ha- 
: Ving 
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ving made no former Advances of Courtſhip to her, 
res and all your 
ſhip, it you mean to be with him. 

Pheb. Then how are we to be employ'd this Evening? 
Time's ious, and theſe Summer Ni are ſhort; 
I muſt be early up to light the W 

Fup. You ſhall not riſe; there ſhall be no to morrow. 

Merc. Then the World's to be at an End, I find. 

Pheb. Or elſe a Gap in Nature, of a Day. 

Jup. A Day will be well loſt to buſy Man: 

Night ſhall continue Sleep, and Care ſhall ceaſe. 
So, many Men ſhall live, and live in Peace, 
Whom Sunſhine had betray'd to envious Sight, 
And Sight to ſudden Rage, and Rage to Death. 
Now, I will have a Night for Love and me; 
A long luxurious Night. fit for a God 

To quench and empty his immortal Heat. 

Merc, 1'll lay on the Woman's fide for all that; that 
ſhe ſhall love longeſt to Njg}t, in Spight of your Om+ 
Nipotence. 

Phab. I ſhall be curs'd by all the lab'ring Trades, 
That early ri'e, but you muſt be obey'd. 

Jup. No Matter for the cheating Part of Man; 

_ have a Day's Sin leſs to — * for. 

Pheb When wcou'd you have me wake? [finiſh's, / 
Jup. Why, when Fove goes to fleep: when I have 
Your Brother Mercury ſhall bring you Word. a 

[Exit Photbus on his Chariot. 

[To Merc. ] Now, Hermes, I muſt take Amphitryon's 
T*enjo\ his Wife; Form, 
Thou muſt be Sofa, this Amphitryon's Slave; 
Who, all this Night, is travelliag to Thebes, 

To tell Almena of her Lord's Approach; 
And bring her joyful News of Victory. 

Merc. But why muſt | be Soſta? 

Jup. Dull God of Wit, thou Statue of thy ſelf! 
Thou muſt be Sofia, to keep out Sa: 

Who, by his Entrance, might diſcover Jove, 

Diſturb my Pleaſures, raiſe urruly Noiſe, 

And fo diſtract Alcmena's tender Soul, 

She wou'd aot meet my Warmth, when I _ 
4 ; | 
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Into ber Lap, nor give down half her Love. 

Merc, Let me 3 I'll cudgel him away: 
W . — ne thy Duty, take it: 
5 Take it; L c on » : 
Nor dare to hy it down, 'till I command. 

I cannot bear a Moment's Loſs of Joy. 

ghe appears above in her Chariot. 

up, the Night is in her filent Chariot; 

i o'er Thebes: bid her drive ſlowly, 
Turn about the World; 

While I drop Jeve, and take Amphitryon's Dreſs, 
To be the greater, while I ſeem the leſs. [Ex.Jup. 

Merc. fro Night.) Madam Night, a good Even to jou: 

„I beſeech you, Madam: I have a Word 
or two to you, from no leſs a God than Jupiter. 

Night. O my nimble Finger'd God of Theft, what 
make you here on Earth, at this unſeaſonable Hour ? 
what Banker's Shop is to be broken open to Night > 
or what Clippers, and Coiners, and Conſpirators, have 
been invoking your Deity for their Aſſiſtance ? 

Merc. Faith none of thoſe Enormities; and yet l am 
ſtill in my Vocation: for you know I am Jack of all 
Trades: at a Word, Jupiter is indulging his Genius to 
Night, with a certain noble Sort of Recreation, call'd 
- The Truth on't is, Adultery is its proper 

ame. 

Night. Fupiter wou'd do well to ſtick to his Wife 

Merc. He has been marry'd to her above theſe 
Hundred Years, and that's long enough in Conſcience 
to ſtick to one Woman. 

Night. She's his Siſter too, as well as his Wife; 
that's a double Tie of Affection to her. | 
if he made bold with his own Fleſh 
will not ſpare his Nei . 


1 


en, 

all the Deities in Heaven 

wou'd take the Part of the Cuckold- making God; for 

they are all given to the. Fleſh moſt damnably. 2 
28 
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the very Goddeſſes wou'd tickle in the Cauſe of Love; 
"tis the way to be popular to whore and love, For 
what doſt thou think old Saturn was depos d, but that 
he was cold and impotent ; and made no Court to 
the fair Ladies, Pallas and Juno themſelves, as 
chaſte as they are, cry'd Shame on him. I fay unto 
thee, Old Night, Wo be to the Monarch that has not 
the Women on his Side. | 

Night. Then by your Rule, Mercury, a King who 
wou'd live happily, muſt debauch his whole Nation 
of Women. 

Merc, As far as his Money will go, I mean; 
for Jupiter himſelf can't pleaſe all of em. But this is 
beſide my preſent Commiſſion ; he has ſent me to will 
and require you to make a ſwinging long Night for 
him : — he hates to be ſtinted in his Pleaſures. 

Night. Tell bim plainly, I'll rather lay down my 
Commiſſion: what, wou'd he make a Bawd of me? 

Nerc. Poor Ignorant! why he meant thee for a 
Bawd when he firſt made thee. What art thou good 
for, but to be a Bawd ? Is not Daylight better for Man- 
kind, I mean as to any other Ute, only for Love 
and Fornication ? Thou haſt been a Bawd too, a re- 
verend, primitive, original Bawd, from the firſt Hour 
of thy Creation: and all the laudable Actions of Love 
have been committed under thy Mantle. Prithee for 
what doſt thou think that thou art worſhipp'd ? 

Night, Why, for my Stars and Moonſh: . 

Merc. That is, for holding a Candle to 1 
but if they were put out, thou wou'd'ſt be ly 
* by the willing baſhful Virgins. 

Night. Then for my Quiet, and the ſweetneſs of 


my ua + 
Merc. No, for LL of the n 
Sleep comes not upon Lovers till thou art vaniſh'd. 
Night. Bur it will be againſt Nature, to make along 
Winter's Night at Midſummer, 
Merc. Trouble not your ſelf for that: Phabus is or- 
der'd to make a ſhort Summer's Day to morrow: ſo 
in four and twenty Hours all will be at rights again. 
Night, Well, I am edified by your Diſcourſe; and 
| my 
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— that whatever Work is made, I ſee 
nothi 
Mere. About r Buſineſs then : put a Spoke into 
our Chariot- s, and order the Seven Stars to 
kale, while I put my ſelf into the Habit of a Serving- 
man; and dreſs up a falſe Sofia, to wait upon a falſe 
Amphitryon. Good Night, Night. 
Night, My Service to Jupiter. Farewell Mercury. 
Night goes backward. Exit Merc, 


SCENE HI. Amphitryon's Palace. 


Enter Alcmena alone. 

Alc. Why was I marry'd to the Man I love! 
For, had he been indifferent to my Choice, 

Or had he been hated, Abſence had been Pleaſure : 
But now I fear for my Amphitryon's Life : 

At home, in private, and fecure from War, 

I am amidft an Hoſt of armed Foes : 

Suſtaining all his Cares, pierc'd with his Wounds, 
And if he falls (which O ye Gods avert) 

Am in Amphitryon flain! wou'd 1 were there, 

And he were here: fo might we change our Fates: 
That he might grieve for me, and l mize die for him? 
Enter Phædra, running. 

Phad. Good News, good News, Madam, O ſuch 
admirable News, that if 1 kept it in a Moment, I 
ſhou'd burſt ns it! 

Alc. Is it the Army: 

Phad. No Matter. 

Alc. From Amphitryon ? 

Phad. "= Marter, — e 

Alc. Anſwer me, I c ,if t ews 
be any thing relating to my Lord: if it be, aſſure thy 
ſelf of a Reward. | 

Phed. Ay, Madam, now you fay ſomething to the 
Matter: you know the Buſineſs of a poor Waiting- 
woman, here upon Earth, is to be ſcraping up ſome- 
thing againſt a rainy Day, call'd the Day of Marriage: 
every one in our own Vacation : but what Matter is 
10 


20 AMPHITRYON. 


it to me if my Lord has routed the Enemies, if I get 
nothing of their Spcils? 

Alc, Say, Is my Lord viftorious ? 

Phed. Why, he is vici»rious; indeed I pray'd de- 
voutly to Jufiter for a Victory: by the ſame Token, 
that you ſhou'd give me :cn Pieces of Gold, It L 
brought you News of it. 

at. They are thine; ſuppoſing he be ſafe too. 

Phed. Nay, that's a new Bargain; for I vow'd to 
ite hat then you wou'd give me ten Pieces more: 

ut I do undertake fir my Lord's Safety: if you will 
pleaſe to diſcharge his Godſhip Jupiter of the Debt, 
and take it upon you to pay, ; 

Alc. When he returns in Safety, Jupiter and I will 
pay your Vow, L 

Phad. And I am ſure I articled with Jupiter, that iF 
I. brought you News, that my Lord was upon Re- 
turn, you ſhould grant me one ſmall Favour more, 
that will coſt you notbing. 

Alc. Make haſte, thou Torturer; is my Amphitryom 

n Return? 

Phad. Promiſe me that I ſhall be your Bedfellow to 
Night, as I have been ever ſince my Lord's Abſence, 
2 pleas'd to releaſe you of your 

ord, 


Alc. That's a ſmall Requeſt, tis granted. 
Phed. But ſwear by Jupiter. 


Alc. But why by Jupiter: 

Phed. Becauſe he's the- greateſt : I hate to deal with 
one of your little baffling Gods that can do — 
but by Permiſſion: but Jupiter can ſwinge you off, 
if you ſwear by him, and are forſworn. 

Ale, I ſwear by Jupiter. 

Pd. Then | believe he is victorious, and I know 
he is ſafe: for I look'd through the Key-hole, and ſaw 
him knocking at the Gate: and I had Conſcience 
to let him cool his Heels there. 

Alc. And wou'd'ſt thou not open to him! Oh thou- 
Fraitreſs ! 

Phad.. No, I was a little wiſer: I left Sofia's Wife 
to let him in: for I was ** 
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and make my Penny worths out of him; as Time ſhall 

ſhow. 

Enter Jupiter, in the Sh-pe of Amphitryon, with Sofia's 
Wife — He i.e and embraces Alcmena. 

Jup. O let me live for ever on thoſe 1 
The Nectar of the Gods to theſe is taſteleſs. 

I ſwear, that were I Fupiter, this Night 
I wou'd renounce Heav'n, to be Amphitryen. 

Alc. Then, not to ſwear beneath Amphitryon's Oath, 
(Forgive me, Juno, if I am pro 
I ſwear, I wcu'd be what I am this Night; 

And be Alcmena, rather than be Juno. 

Brom, Good my Lord, what's become of my 
Bedfellow, your Man Sofia ? you keep ſuch a Billing 
and Colling here, to ſet one's Mouth a 8 
I fay, though I am a poor Woman, I have a Husband 
as well as my Lady; and ſhou'd be as glad as ſhe, of 
a little honeſt Recreation. 

Phad. what have you done with your old Friend, 
and my oll Sweetheart, Judge Gripzs ? has he brought 
me home a cramm'd Purſe that ſwells with Bribes: if 
he be rich, I'll make him welcome, like an honoura- 
ble Magiſtrate : but if he has not had the Wit to fell 
Juſtice, he judges no Cauſes in my Court, I warrant 
him. 


. Alc. My Lord, you tell me nothing of the Battle? 
Is Thebes victorous, ate our Foes deſtroy'd ? | 
For now I find you ſafe, I ſhou'd be glad 

To hear you were in Danger. 

Fup. [ Aſide.] A Man had need be a God, to ſtand 
the Fury of three talking Women ! I think in my Con- 
ſcience I made their Tongues of Thunder. 

Brom. | Pulling him on one Side.] I ask'd the firſt 
Queſtion : anſwer me, my Lord. 

Phed. | Pulling him on t'other Side.) Peace, mine's a 
Lover, and yours is but a Husband : and my Judge is 
my Lord too; the Title ſhall take Place, and I will 
be 22 5 hs a 

up. Soſia is : Gripus is rich: coming : 
Ide before em, with a Lover's Haſte, — Ay 
as 
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Was e'er poor God fo worry'd : but for my Love, 

I wiſh | were in Heav'n again with Juno. | 
Alc. Then I, it ſeems, am laſt to be regarded? 
Jap. Not ſo, my Love; but theſe obſtreperous 

T 


Have ſnatch'd their Anſwers firſt : they will be heard; 
And ſurely Fove wou'd never anſwer Pray'c 
That Woman made, but only to be freed 

From their eternal Noiſe: make haſte to Bed: 
There let me tell my Story, in thy Arms; 
There, in the genile Pauſes of our Love, 
Betwixt our Dyings, ere we live again, 

Thou ſhalt be told the Battle, and Succeſs: 
Which I ſhall oft begin, and then break off; 
For Love will often interrupt my Tale, 

And make ſo ſweet Confuſion in our Talk, 
That thou ſhalt ask, and I ſhall anſwer things, 
That are not * a Piece; but patch'd with Kiſſes, 
And Sighs, Murmurs, and imperfect ech, 
And Nonſenſe ſhall be eloquent, in Lov 

Brom. [to Phadra.] My Lord is very hot upon't: 
this Abſence is a great Friend to us poor neglected 
Wives; it makes us new again, 

Alc. I am the Fool of Love; and find within me 
The Fondneſs of a Bride, without the Fear. 

My whole Deſires and Wiſhes are in you. 

Phed. | Aſide.) My Lady's Eyes are pink ing to Bed- 
ward too; now is ſhe to look very fleepy, counterfeit- 
ing Yawning, but ſhe ſhall ask me Leave firſt. 

Alc. Great Juno, thou whoſe boly Care preſides 
Over the Nuptial Bed, pour all thy Bleſſings 
On this auſpicious Night. 

Jup. Funo may grudge; for ſhe may fear a Rival 
In thoſe bright Eyes: but Jupiter will grant, 
And doubly bleſs this Night. 

Phed. ¶ Afsde.) But Jupiter ſhou'd ask my Leave firſt, 
were he here in Perſon. 

Alc. Bromia, prepare the Bed: 

The tedious Journey has diſpos'd my Lord 
To ſeek his needful Reſt. Exit Bromia, 
Phad. 'Tis very true, Madam; the poor — 
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muſt needs be weary; and therefore, 'twas not ill con- 
triv'd that he muſt he alone to Night, to recruit him- 
2 
Night, when you may keep him waking, 

Alc. 9 Fupiter.) 1 confeſs I made a Kind of 


Phad. [ Almoſt crying. A Kind of Promiſe, do you 
call it? | ſee you wou'd fain be coming off: I am 
ſure you ſwore to me, by Jupiter, that I ſhou'd be 

our Bedfellow, and 1'll accuſe you to him too, the 


I-make: and I'll pray a Purpoſe too, that 
— I EIEEOIS this ſeven 


O, the malicious Hildi 
1 did ſwear indeed, my 
. Forſwear thy ſelf; for Jupiter but laughs 
N. . Perjuries. 

Phad. The more ſhame for him it he does : there 
wou'd be a fine God indeed for us Women to wor- 
ſhip, if he laughs when our Sweet-hearts cheat us 
of our Maidenheads: no, no, Fupiter is an honeſter 
Gentleman than you make of him. 

. I'm all on Fire; and wou'd not loſe this Night, 
To be the Maſter ode the Univerſe. 

Phad. Ay, my Lerd, I ſee you are on Fire: but 
the Devil a — ſhall n with- 
out my Leave: y to Madam ; but you 
ſhall . how Heav'n will bleſs your Night's work, if 
you forſwear your — onto» ſome meer 
Elder-Brother, or ſome blockheadly Hero, Fove, I be- 
ſeech thee, ſend her. 

Fup. [ Aſede.] Now I cou'd call my Thunder to 

revenge me, 
But that were to confeſs my ſelf a God, 

And then I loſt my Love! Alcmena, come, 
By r for thee, 
1 ne'er 1 * 

Alc, | Sighing. | She 

Ant ford KS y releaſe it © ſhe pleaſe. 

_— Why truly, Madam, I am not cruelin my Na- 

ture, to poor diſtreſſed Lovers; for it may n 


_ 
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Caſe another Day: And therefore, if my Lord pleaſes | 


to conſider me. 


— Any thing, any thing, but name thy Wiſh, and 
e it. 
Phed. Ay, now you ſay, any thing, any thing; but 
wou'd tell me another Story to morrow Mo 
you, my Lord, here's a TIE — 4 * 
you know the Meaning of it: 1 am 


the Ready 
p. rere of Heav'n. 
Phed. Yes, whe 2 ror, to dif poſe of it. 
Jup. [ Aſide.] l how's my fea Gol, 
—_ Jup. (4þd.] had forgo | of J 


Phed. You have got ſome Parti he Enemies Spoil 

I warrant you; I ſee a little trifling Diamond upon 
Finger; and I am proud enough to think it wou'd 
mine too. 

Tub. „„ Finger, and giving it.] 

Here take it; 
This is a very Woman: 
Her Sex is Avarice, and ſhe, in one, 
Is all her Sex. 

Phed. Ay, ay, tis no Matter what you ſay of us, What 
wou'd you have your Money out of Treaſury, + 
without paying the Officers their Fees } Go, get you to- 
gether, you naughty Couple, *till you are both weary 

r one another, and then to morrow Morn- 
fag t ſhall have another Fee for you. 
[ Phædra goes out before with a Light. 

Jup. Why now I am, indeed the Lord of all: [Solws 
For what's to be a God, but to enjoy ? 

Let Human Kind their Sov 's Leiſure wait; 
Lve is, this Night, my great Affair of State: 

Let this one Night, of Providence be void: 

All Fove, for once, is on himſelf employ d. 

Let unregarded Altars ſmoke in vain: 

And let my Subjects praiſe me, or complain. 

Yet, if betwixt my Intervals of Bliſs, 

Some am'rous Youth his Oroiſ uns addreſs, 

His Pray'r is in a happy Hour preferr'd: 

And when Jove loves, 2 Lover ſhall be —_ 


% 
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ACT LL SCENSLI 


A Night-Scene of a Palace. 
Sofia with a Dark-Lanthorn : Mercury, in Soſia's Shape; 


with a Dark-Lanthorn alſo. 


Saſ. As not the Devil in my Maſter, to ſend me 

out in this dreadful dark Night, to bring the 
News of his Victory to my Lady? and was not I poſ- 
ſeſs'd with ten Devils, for going on his Errand, with- 
out a Convoy for the Safeguard of my Perſon ? Lord, 
how am I melted into Sweat with Fear! Iam diminiſh'd 
of my natural Weight, above two Stone: I ſhall not 
bring half my ſelf home again, to my poor Wife and 
Family: I have been in an Ague- Fit, ever ſince ſhut of 
Evening; what with the Fright of Trees by the High- 
way, Which look'd maliciouſly like Thieves, by Moon- 
ſhine : And what with Bulruſhes by the River- ſide, that 
ſhak'd like Spears, and Lances at me. Well! the great- 
eſt Plague of a Serving-Man, is to be hir'd to ſome great 
Lord! care not what they put upon us, 
while they lie lolling at their Eafe a-bed, and firetch 
their Limbs, in expectation of the Whore which 
we are fetching for them. 

Merc. | Aſide.) He is but a poor Mortal, that ſuffers 
this! but I, who am a God, am degraded to a Foot- 
Pimp; a Waiter without Doors; a very civil Employ- 
ment for a Deity! 

Soſ. The better ſort of em will fay, Upon my Ho- 
nour, at every Word: yet ask em for our Wages, and 
they plead the Privilege of their Honour, and will not 
pay us; nor let us take our Privilege of the Law upon 
them. Theſe are a very hopeful fort of Patriots, to 
ſtand up as they do for Leon and Property of the Sub- 
ject: e da 


Merc. 
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Soſ. He has ſmelt me out: My Fear has betray'd me 
into this S:your —— I am a dead Man: The bloody 
Villain is at his Fee, fa, fum, already. | 

Merc. Stand, who goes there? 

' Soſ. A Friend. 

| Merc, What Friend? | 

Soſ. Why a Friend to all the World that will give me 
leave to live ebly. 

Merc, I defy Peace and all its Works; my Arms are 
out of Exerciſe, they have maul'd no Body theſe three 
Days: 1 long for an honourable Occaſion to pound a 
Man, and lay him aſleep at the firſt Buffer. 

: ns 2255 That wou'd almoſt do me a Kindneſs; 
for ve been kept waking, without tipping one 
wink of Sleep theſe three Nights. 

= Of what Quality 22 Fellow ? 

Soſ. Why, I am a Man, Fellow Cou Soſtg—— 

Merc. What kind of Man? Tag | 

Why atwo-leg'd Man, what Man fhould I be ? — 
[4fde.)]—1 muſt bear - him, he may prove as er- 
rant a Milkſop as my ſelf. 

" Merc. Thou art a Coward I warrant thee, do not I 
* Tooth canes in thy Head 1 

So. Ay, ay, that's only a fign they i 
at thy Note — { Afide —— Bleſs me, ad when, we. 
and Fiſt he has, with great Thumbs too: And Gols and 
Knuckle-bones of a very Butcher. 
Merc. Sirrah, from whence come and whither 
g you? anſwer me diceftly, upon Pain of Aſſaſſina- 

cron. | 


Soſ. I am coming from whence I came, and am 
ng whither I go: Thar'sdire&tly home ——though this 
is ſomewhat an uncivil manner of Proceeding, at the 
firſt ſight of a Man, let me tell you. 
Merc. Then to begin our better Acquaintance, let me 
firſt make you a ſmall Preſent of this Box o'the Ear — 
[ Strikes him. 
Seſ. If I were as cholerick a Fool as you now, here 
would be fine Work betwixt us two; but I am a little 


better bred, than to diſturb the fleeping Neighbour- 
hood, and ſo good Night, Friendam=_ [Is going. 
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Merc. [Stopping bim.] Hold, Sir; you and I muſt not 
part ſo eaſily ; once more, whither are you going? 

Sof. oy dee grey to get out of 
the reach of your : Let me but only knock at 

that Door there. | 


Merc, What Buſineſs have you at that Door, Sirrah 
Soſ- This is our Houſe; and when I am got in, I'll 


you more. ; # 

Merc, Whoſe Houſe is this, Saucineſs, that you are 
ſo familiar with, to call it ours? . 

Soſ. 'Tis mine, in the firſt Place; and next, my 
Fs for 1 lie in the Garret, and he Hes under 
me, - 

Merc. Have your Maſter and you no Names, Sirrah ? 

Sof.. His Name is Amphitryon, hear that and tremble. 

2 Woo Fo — — ! I haye brought 

O. is Name mollify'd you! 1 
you down a Peg lower already, Friend. 
Merc. And your Name 1s 
Sof. Lord, Friend, you are ſo very troubleſome —— 


What ſhould 89 but 1 OS 
Merc, How, Sora, you? ta- 
ken up that Name, Surah 15 mm 
8% Here's 2 fine Queſtion : Why I neyer took it up 
Friend, it was born with me. 3 
Merc. What was your Name born, Sofia? take this 
Remembrance for that Lye. [ Beats him. 


Sof. Hold Friend; you are ſo very flippant with your 
Hands, you won't hear Reaſon: What Offence has my 
Name you, that you ſhould beat me for it? S. C. 
S. I. A. They are as civil, honeſt, harmleſs Letters, as 
any are in the whole Alphabet. 

Merc. I have no Quarrel to the Name, but that tis 
een „ I N 
8 am not I Sofia, ſay you? 


o. 
Seſ. I ſhould think you are ſomewhat diſ- 
porn if you had not beaten me, in ſuch ſober s. 
ou would perſuade me out of my Heathen Name, 
would you? 
Merc, Say *** | 
3 Sof. 
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2 A Buckle of Diamonds, conffing of fre krgp 
gef. And where are they now ? | 
| Merc, In a Caſe, ſeal'd with op Mil» Gitd of 


Arms. 

of, This is | » I confeſs; but yet "tis no- 
now I think on't, for ſome falſe Brother may 
have reveal'd it to him. [ 4f6de.] But I have another 
Queſtion 2 you ns of ſomewhat . Ui only be- 
twixt ſelf and me, if you are So were you 
oye Fey pA, N 
|  Miere, What a wiſe Man ſhould, that has a ref 
tho bÞ cm yen. I ran into our Tent, and hi 


Of LiF] Su ſelf of another Name. [To him.] And 
how 65d you paſs your Time in that fame Tent You 
need not anſwer to every Circumſtance fo exactly 
now; you muſt lye a little, that I may think you the 
more me. 

Merc. That Cunning ſhall not ſerve your Turn, to 
circumvent me out of my Name: I am for plain na- 
ked Truth — There ſtood a Hogſhead of © Wins, 
which 20. Lord reſerv d for his own Drinki 


my 
another cutting Anfwer, and” I 


Sof. J. LA fia. W as ſure as Dea mal 
have hid himſelf in that Hogſhead, or he could never 
have known that! 


Merc. And by that Hogſhead, upon the Ground, there 
hy the kind Inviter and Proyoker of good Drink-- 
ing 

Seſ. Nay, now I have caught there was neither 
1 nor Proyoker, for 1 cot ger — 


Merc. A luſty Gammon o. 
a en er 
me —— Let me ſee — this muſt be I, ia 
ö Tr 
[Walks about Mercury with bis dark Lantharn. 
Merc. What are you walking about me for, with your 
dark Lanthorn ? 


Soſ. No harm, Friend; I am only fi ing a Par- 
to bar- 


gail 
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gain for : — He's damnable like me, that's certain- 
— there's the Patch upon my Noſe, with a Pox 
to him em, a Very fooliſh Face with a 
Chin at end on't : Item, One pair of ſhambling Legs, 
with two ſplay Feet belonging to them. And 
ſumma totalis, from Head to Foot all my bodily Ap- 
parel — [To Mercury.) Well, you are Sofia; there's 
no denying it; but t am I then? for my Mind 
gives me, I am ſome body till, if I knew but who 1 
* 


ere. 

Merc, When I have a mind to be Sofia no more, then 
thou may'ſt be Soſa again. | 
Sof. I have but one Requeſt more to thee, that, — 
not as Soſa, yet as a Stranger, I may go into that Houle, 
and a civil Meſſage to 7. 

Merc. No, Sirrah; not being Sofia, have no 
Meſſage to deliver, nor in this Houſe. 

Soſ. Thou canſt not be fo barbarous to let me lie in 
the Streets all Night, after ſuch a Journey, and ſuch 
a Beating — and therefore I am reſolv'd to knock at 
the Door in my own Defence. 

Merc. If you come near the Door, I recal my Word, 
and break off the Truce and then expect 

Held up his Cudgel. 

Sof. No; the Devil take me if 1 do expect: I have 
felt too well what ſour Fruit that Crab-tree bears: I' 
rather beat it back upon the Hoof to my Lord Am- 
phirryon, to ſee if he will acknowledge me for Sofia; 
if he does not, then I am no longer hisSlave; there's 

Freedom dearly purchas'd with a fore Drubbing ; 
if he does acknowledge me, then I am Sofia in ; 
ſo far 'tis tolerably well; but then I ſhall have a ſecond 
Drubbing, for an unfortunate Ambaſſador as I am, 
and that's intolerable. Exit Sofia, 

Mercury alone. 

I have fobb'd off his Excellency pretty well. Now 
Jet him return, and make the beſt of his Credentials. 
I think too r 
Conſum mation. „ he has taken his Cue; and here 
he come s as leiſurely, and as lank, as if he had empty'd 
himſelf of the beſt part of his Almighty 60 
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SCENE I. 


Exter Jupiter leading Alcmena, followed by Phadrac 
Pages with Torches before them. 


Jap. Thoſe Torches are offenſive : Stand aloof: _ 
[To the Pages. 


For, bleſs me with heav'nly Sight, 
though they thy heay . 


They may diſcloſe the Secret L would hide : 
The Thebans muſt not know 1 have been here; 
ing Crowds would blame me that 1 robb'd 


And I could wiſh no Witneſs but thy ſelf, 
For thou thy ſelf art all I wiſh to 
Ale. So long an Abſence, and fo 
What, but one Night? One Night 
Could only pay one Might of Crone / 
And all the reſt are an uncancell'd Sum! 
Curſe on this Honour, and this i 


ay 7 


e. 
fort a 
ot 
and 


EA“ 


P. ond gut cut the foo : j 
"Ord, in faith you ſhall retice; 
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Shed. ( 466] 3 Gn 18 
ter, a e to Lesen. 
. Ibsen a 12 what 2 


rogniſh Eye ſhe has! I begin to e her ſtrange! : ſhe's 
ne of my Flare tos ; for my Led : Waiting 
woman is the proper Fees of my Lord's Chief Gentle- 
man. I have the Privilege of a God too; I can view 
her naked all her me ſee 
Let me fee: I have diſcover'd ing that pleaſes 


to be inf, I muſt reſtore your Bribe. 
ho II. lonenter oh 
* = 2 
Sweet, 
Flavour. 


Alc. Ye niggard Gods! you make our Lives too long: 
You fill em with Diſeaſes, Wants and Woes, 
And only daſh em with a little Love; 
pwnd 1 nr. 
all our Joys, from Childhood ey'n to Age, 
They would but make a Day of ev'ry Year: 
Take back your ſev*nty Years, (the Stint of Life) 
Or elſe be kind, and cram the Quinteſſence 
Of ſev'nty Years, into ſweet ſev'nty Days: 
For all the reſt is flat, inſi pid Being. | 
. Bur yet one Scruple pains me at Parting ; 
nee rip roy and oped 7 a 
To owe the Sweets of Love which I have taſted, 
To the ſubmiſſive Duty of a Wife: | 
Tell me; and ſooth my Paſſion ere I go, 
That in the kindeſt Moments of the Night, 
had nd as doc. bad ca 
ou 
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You thought of a Husband, but a Lover. LIT 
Alc. 4 m_ _ —_— — Bluſh. 
U eeks, by aski a Queſtion ? 
| on. odd to a Name ſo dull 
As Husband is, but to a Lover all. [Nighe,. 
Alc. You ſhould have ask'd me then, when Loyeand 
And Privacy, had favour'd your Demand. 
Jup. 1 ask it now, becauſe my Tenderneſs 
aſſes that of Husbands for their Wives. 
© that you lov'd like me! then you would find 
A thouſand Niceties in Love; 
The common Love of .Sex to Sex is brutal : 
But Love refin'd will fancy to it ſelf 
Millions of gentle Cares, and ſweet Diſquiets 
The being happy is not half the Joy; 
The manner of the Happineſs is all! 
In me (my charming Miſtreſs) you behold 
A Lover diſdains a lawful Title; 
Such as of Monarchs to ſucceſſive Thrones : _ 
The generous Lover holds by force of Arms; 
And claims his Crown by Conqueſt. 
Alc; Methinks you ſhou'd be pleas'd, I give you all 
N 
No, no, V ame of Wife L 
* deareſt Sweets of your! 
To e my Niceneſs you fe 
The Lover tom his — Foe, the Hausband 
Give 4-4 the yawning Husband your wn Virtue 12 
Zut . — Warmth, your melting Sighs, 
Your — urmurs, be Lover's = 
Alc.” I comprehend not what you mean, my Lord, 
ö love rr love me thus, 
think me as may pleaſe your Thought, 
Jap. There's Myſtery of Love in ah I fay:. | 
Farewel; and when you ſee your Husband next, 
Thiak of your Lover then. | 
[Exeunt Jupiter and Alcmena ſeverally : Phadra 
follows her. 
Merc. [ Alone.) Now I ſhould follow him; but Love has 
hid a 2 for me, and made a lame God of me. 
Yet why I love this Phedrs? She's 3 


. 


— 


— 
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and a Jilt into the in, Three Thouſand Years 
hence, there will be a w Nation of ſuch Women, 
in a certain Country that will be call'd France; and 
there's a Neighbour Iſland too, where the Men of 
that Country. will be all Intereſt. Oh what a precious 
Generation will that be, which the Men of the Ifland 
n out of the Women of the Conti- 
nent 


[Phadra re-exters.] — And ſo much for Prophecy; 
for ſhe's here again, and I muſt love her in ſpighe 
of me. And fince 1 muſt, I have this Comfort; that 
the greateſt Wits are commonly the greateſt Cullies; 
becauſe neither of the Sexes can be wiſer than ſome 
certain Parts about 'em will give 'em leave. g 

Phad. Well Soſa, and how go Matters? 

Merc, Our Army is Vidorious. 

Phed. And my Servant Judge Gripus ? 

Merc, A voluptuous Gormand. | 

Phad. But has he gotten wherewithal to be volup- 
tous, is he wealthy? 

Merc, He ſells Juſtice as he uſes, fleeces the rich 
Rebels, and hangs up the Poor. 

Phed. Then while he has Money he may make 
Love to me. Has he ſent me no Token? 

Merc. Yes, a Kiſs; and by the fame Token, Iam 
to give it you, as a Remembrance from him. 

Phed, How now, Impudence ! A beggarly Serving- 
man preſume to kiſs me? 

Merc, Suppoſe I were a God, and ſhou'd make 
Love to ou? 

Phed. 1 wou'd firſt be ſatisfy d, whether you were 
a poor God or a rich God. 

Merc. Suppoſe I were Mercury, the God of Mer- 
chandiſe ? 

Phed. What, the God of ſmall Wares, and Frippe- 
ries, of Pedlars and Pilferers ? 

Merc. [ Aſide.) How the Gipſy deſpiſes me: 

Pad. 1 rather you were Plutus the God of Mo- 
ney, or Fupiter in a Golden Shower; there was a 
God for us Women! he had the Art of making Love: 
Doſt thou think that Kings, or Gods either, get kf 

trelles 


Gold to bribe me: And i 
Bromia 


Wife poor miſerable / What ho 
Merc. O thou s Creature, why 
conjure up that Sprighe of a Wife! 


Pha. To rid my ſelf of that Devil ofa poor 


Wall have all the Cargo I have gotten in the Wars; 
but thou mighiſt have lent me a lictle Creek to ſimng- 

in. 
gw , what have you 8 
man Soldier, es 2 Legion o Fingers. 
Arn 


Merc. When the Enemy was 
Plundering of a Tent. 


Merc. But it was the General's own Tent, 
Pied. You durſt not Fm certain; and there- 
fore came laſt in, when the rich Plunder was gone 
beforehand. -— Will you come, Browie ? 
Merc. Prithee do not call fo loud: 


Merc. Yes, of thy 20 
q how 1 ſhou'd hate thee now, if I cou'd leave loving 


Pad. Not abſol 
Cordial in Love 


the Lurch 
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to Bed as quietly as any Mouſe, I warrant : 
I belong'd to a marry'd Like, — 


ou, Sirrah — You Trencher- carrying Raſcal, you 
Jorſe than Dunghil-Cock ; that Hod cla ing your 
Wings and crowing without Doors, when you ſhou'd 
have at Rooft, you Villain. 
Merc. Hold your Peace, Dame Partlet, and leave 


1 My Maſter! I dare ſwear thou bely'ſt him, my 
Maſter's more a Gentleman than to lay ſuch an un- 
reaſonable Command upon a poor diſtreſſed marry'd 
Couple, and after ſuch an Abſence too. No, there's 

Ave. Mo more thas there is betwint my Lady and 
you, Bromia. You and I have had our time in a civil 
way, Spouſe, and much good Love has been betwixt 
us; but we have been married fifteen Years, I take it; 


2 hoighty toighty Buſineſs ought, in Conſcience, 
to be over. 

Bro. Marry come up, ſaucy C ion! I am 
neither old, nor oaks an to have — ſaid to me. 

Merc. But will you hear Reaſon, Bromia? My Lord 
and my Lady are yet in a manner Bride and Bride- 
groom ; they are in Honey Moon till; do but think 
in Decency what a Jeſt it wou'd be to the Family, to 
ſee two venerable old married People, lying ſnug in 
n tender Things to 
one another 

Bro. How now, Traitor, dar'ſt thou maintain that 
I am paſt the Age of having fine Things faid to me: 

Merc. Not ſo, my Dear; but certainly I am paſt 
the Age of ſaying em. 

Bro. Thou deferv'f not to be yok'd with a Woman 
of Honour, as I am, thou perjur'd Villain. 

Merc. Ay, you are too much a Woman of Honour, 
to my Sorrow ; my poor Husband wou'd be glad 
to compound for leſs Honour in his Wife, and more 
Quiet, Prichee be but honeſt and continent in thy 


* Tongue, 


AMPHITRYON. 41 
Tongue, and do thy worſt with every Thing elſe a- 
bout thee. 


' Bro, Thou woud'ſt have a Woman of the Town, 
wou'dſt thou! to be always - rw 1 Lag Husband fair; 
ro make him digeſt his Cuckoldom. more eaſily : 
Woud'ft thou be a Wittol; with 2 V to thee ? 
I am reſoly'd I'll ſcour thy Hide for that Word. 

| { Holds up her Ladle at him. 

Merc. Thou wilt not ſtrike thy Lord, and Husband, 
wilt thou ? 

Bro. Since thou wilt none of the Meat, tis but Juſ- 
tice to give thee the Baſtings of the Ladle. 

She courſes him about. 

Mercury running about. [ A ſide.] Was ever poor 
Deity ſo Henpeck d as I am! nay, then 'tis time to 
charm her aſleep with my enchanted Rod — before I 
am diſgrac'd or raviſh'd, _—- | 
[ Flucks out his Caduceus and ftrikes her upon 

the Shoulder with it.. 

Bro. What, art thou rebelling againſt thy anointed 
Wife? I'll make thee how now What, has 
the Rogue bewitch'd me! I grow dull and ftupid on 
the ſudden I can neither ſtir Hand nor Foot — 
IL am juſt like him; I have loſt the Uſe of all my 
Members DIES cm 1 ar — as 

my Tongue — neither, and that's the jve—i 
— about a — Vo man [Falls down: 
Mercury alone. 

Lord, what have I ſuffer'd, for being but a coun- 
terfeit marry'd Man one Day! If ever | come to this 
Houſe, as a Husband again —— then — and yet 
that then was a Le too — For while I am in Love 
with this y Gipſy, Phedra, I muſt return 
But lie thou there, thou Type of Juno; thou that 
want'ft nothing of her Tongue, but the Immortality. 
If Jupiter ever let thee ſet Foot in Heaven, Juno will 
have a rattling Second of thee; and there will never 
be a fair Day in Heaven or Earth after it. 

For two ſuch T will break the Poles aſunder ; 

And, hourly ſcolding, make perpetual Thunder. 

e 


* 
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SCENE, before Amphitryon's Palace. 


Amphitryon and Sofia. 
W Sirrah, follow me into the Houſe; 

thou ſhalt be convinc'd at own Coft, 
Villain! What horrible Lyes haſt thou told me! ſuch 
Improbabilities, ſuch Stuff, ſuch Nonſenſe! — that 
the Monſter with two long Horns, that frighted the 
grext King, and the Devil at the Stone-curter's, are 

ruths to theſe. 


to 
| Sof. I am but a Slave, and you are Maſter; and a 
poor Man is always to lye, when a rich Men is pleas'd 
10 contradi him: bat as ſure as this is our Houſe — 


art not 
Sof. : 
Have an honeſt Face: 
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— * the dneky Canopy of Might — | 

mi — | 
Amph. (Strikes him.) Imprimis, For Fuſtian : —— | 

now 

* . en | 

Kling. — . 

A — Curſes berwie Teeth, for being. 

fent at ſuch an unnatural Time of Night. 

Amph. How, Sirrah, and. ſwearing againſt 

your and Maſter! take —- | 

' Sof. Hold, Sir, — p 

unreaſonable, to ſtrike me ng 

when you commanded me: I'll fall into my old Dog- 

trot 


d LASK N TT „„on Eee 8. 


* 
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not of Lying again, if this muſt come of plain deal- 


ng. 

Amph. To avoid Impertinences, make an End of 
—— and come to the Houſe 2 what found 
you there a God's Name? | 

Sof. I came thither in no God's Name at all, but in 
the Devil's Name, I found before the Door a ſwin- 

ing Fellow, with all my Shapes and Features; and 1 
accoutred alſo in my Habit. 

Ampb. Who was that Fellow ? ( 

Soſ. Who ſhou'd it be, but another Soſia ! a certain 
Kind of other Me: who knew all my unfortunate 
Commiſſion, preciſely, to a Word, as well as I 8 
ſa; as being ſent by your ſelf from the Port, upon 
the ſame Errand to Alcmena. 

Ampb. What groſs Abſurdities are theſe! EY 

Soſ.. O Lord, © Lord, what Abſurdities! as plain 
asany Packſtaff. That other Me, had poſted himſeif 
there before me, me. You won't give a Man Leave 
to ſpeak poetically now; or elſe I wou'd ſay, that I 
was arriv'd at the Door, juſt before I came thither. 

Amph. This muſt either be a Dream, or Drunken- 
neſs, or Madneſs in thee. Leave your Buffooning 
and Lying, I am not in Humour to it, Sirrah. 

Soſ. I wou'd you ſhou'd know I ſcorn a Lye, and 
am a Man of Honour in every thing, but juſt Fighe- 
ing. I tell you once eons. plain Sincerity, and Sim- 

ity of Heart, that laſt _ I never took 
my ſelf but for one ſingle individual Sofia; but, co- 
ming to our Door, L found my ſelf I know not how 
divided, and as it were ſplit into two Sofas. Wy 
Amph, Leave Buffooning :- I ſee you wou'd make 
me laugh, but you play the Fool ſcurvily. | 

Soſ.. That may be: but if I am a Fool, I am not 
the only Fool in this Company. 

Amph.. How now Impudence! I ſhall — 

Sof. Be not in Wrath, Sir: I meant not you: I 
cannot poſſibly- be the only Fool; for if I am one 
Fool, I muſt certainly be two Fools; becauſe, as I 
told you, I am e. 

Ampb. abt: 
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Soſ. Have you not ſeen a Si ſplit into two 
Halves, by ſome ingenious School-boy ; which bore on 
either Side the Impreſſion of the Monarch's Face ? 


45 


Now, as thoſe Moieties were two Three-pences, and 


yet in Effect but one Six-pence. — 
| Amph. No more of your villanous Tropes and Fi- 


Seſ. Nay, if an Orator muſt be diſarm'd of his Si- 
militudes. 


Amph. A Man had need of Patience, to endure this 


Gibberiſh : be brief, and come to a Concluſion, 

Soſ. What wou'd you have, Sir? I came thicher, but 
the other I was there before me: for that there was 
two 1's, is as certain, as that I have two Eyes in this 
Head of mine. This I, that am here, was weary : the 
rother I was freſh: this I was peaceable, and r'other 
I was a heoring Bully I. | 

Amph. And thou expect'ſt I ſhou'd believe thee ? 

Soſ. No, I am not ſounreaſonable: for I cou'd ne- 
ver have believ'd it my ſelf, if | had not been well 
beaten into it: But a Cudgel 1 * 4 * 

A in a brawny : What k 
8 compell'd at laſt to acknowledge 8 
ſelf! I found that he was very I, without Fraud, Co- 
zen, or Deceit. Beſides, I view'd my ſelf, as in a 
Mirror, from Head to Footy He was handſome, of 
a noble Preſence, a ing Air, looſe and free in 
all his Motions. And ſaw he was ſo much as I, that 
I ſhou'd have Reaſon to be better ſatisfied with my 
1 Hands had not been a little of the 

ie. 

Amph. Once again to a Concluſion : Say you paſs'd 
3 —— yl FR =_ 

I ama Friend to Trut no Thing : 
He defended the Door, and I could not enter. 
Amph. How, not enter! 
the tothe by: dem. and Ber ay lf rongh 

to gli im, m 
* 8. and ay and two Inch-Boards} 
Amph. O Coward! Didſt thou not attempt to paſs ? 
Seſ. Yes, and was repuls'd and beaten for my Pains. 
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Amph. How's this? 

Alc. Did not my Soul ev'n ſparkle at my Eyes, 
And ſhoot it ſelf into your muck lov'd Boſom? 
Did I not tremble with Exceſs — 


1 


Ty 


LI 


return d thoſe P with Uſury; 
me, with a Sigh, at Break of Day. 


you 
leſt 
1 


? 
and you 


Perhaps too, 
— 1 5 


FE 
| 


— 
of 


=y 


: 
; 


> 


rd 
8 


rs 


. 


be bas 
[ In the mean ti ph. and Alc. walk by them- 
ſelves, and froms at each other as they meet. 
Ane. You dare not juſtify it to my Face. 
Alc. Not w 
21 


5 
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go by Enchantmedt (a they did with me) * 


Alc. Speak, Phadre, Was he here? 

Phid. You know, Madam, I am but a Chamber- 
maid ; and by my Place, I am to forget all that was 
done over Night in Love-Matters, o—oD— unleſs my 
Maſter pleaſe 10 rub up my Memory with another 


mph. Now in the Name of all the Gods, Alemenz, 


Alc. I weigh'd it well, 4 5 ere 1 ſpoke: 
And fhe, — bg Foy mage) Servants, 


The Preſent I reſerv'd ? 
Alc. 'Tis an odd Queſtion: 
You ſee I wear'em; look. 
Amph. Now anſwer, Soſia. 
Sof. Yes, now I can anſwer with a ſafe Conſcience; 
as to that Point, all the reſt be Art, Magick; 
Sen Diamonds, here are, under ſafe 


RET 
Phad. They ſay, the Proof of a true Diamond is to 
glitter in the „ 1 think my Maſter had beſt take 


Lady into ſome By-corner, and try whoſe Diamond 
en lie beſt. . F 
Soſ. Yet now I think on't, Madam, did not a cer- 
ain Friend of mine preſent 'em to you? 
> $0 „ one 
in my deſpight, and alſo Unſoſiated me. 


LY 


2 


I have ſtood ſilent, out of W 


4 


carry 


you were not here. 


take it back. 


C 


you pleaſe, relate what paſt 


Als, That Queſtion wou'd infer 


3 


you fo, and murmur to your ſelf 2 


e ON. 


Not ſo; but, 


0 f 
ng 1 JW: 


2 K r 4&0 wo een ©» 


mph. 
our laſt Interview. 


you 
4 


At 
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And. 1 not ſo; 
188 my \ 
And have my Reafons to deſire the \ 
Phad. So, this is as good Sport for me, as an Exa- 
mination of a great Belly before a Magiſtrate. 
Alc, The Story is not long: you know I met 
Kiſs' you: and 'd you cloſe withia my Arms, 
—_— the te . — och DEP Love. 6 
Ans. I cou e Kindneſs, Ade. 
And what did 1? 12 her, 
* You 7 me yd Maſculine Embrace, 
ou wou'd iqueez out, 
Ausb. Did | fo? _ 
Alc. You did. 
Amph. Confound thoſe Arms that were ſo 1 
Aſide. 
proceed [19 her, 
Alc. You wou'd not tay to ſup; but, much com- 
prong of your Drowſineſs, and want of natucal 
Amph. Made haſte to Bed: Ha, was't not ſo? Go 
on 


Lide] And ftab me with each Syllable thou ſpeak ft. 
Phed. So, now tis coming, now tis coming, 
Alc. | have no more to ſay. 

4. Why, went we not to Bed? 
Alc. Why not? 
Is it a Crime for Husband and for Wife 
To go to Bed. my Lord? 
Amph. Perfidious Woman! 
Alc, Ungrateful Man! 

I juſtifies it too! 

Alc, 1 need not juſtify : Of what am I accus'd? 
Amp. Ot all that prodigality of Kindneſs 

yr E. another, — _ me. 

So bleſs me Heav'n, it ſince m Departure, 

I] ever ſet my Foot upon this Threſhold. 

So am I innocent of all thoſe Joys, 

And dry of thoſe Embraces. 


Ac. Thea l, it ſeems, am falſe? 


Amph, 
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is true, 
y'd my Honour, and my Love? 
a foul Adultreſs ? 


What thou art, 
Thou ftands condema'd to be, by thy Relation, 
Alc. Go, thou unworthy Man; for ever go: 
No more my Husband; go thou baſe Impoſtor : 
Who tak'ſt a vile Pretence to taint my Fame; 
And, not content to leave, wouldſt ruin me. 
Enjoy thy wiſh'd Divorce: I will not plead 
21 of this pretended Crime: 
I need not; ſpit thy Venom; do thy worſt: 
But know, the more thou would'ſt expoſe my Virtue 
Like pureſt Linen laid in open Air, 
*T will bleach the more, and whiten to the View. 
Amph. Tis well thou art prepar'd for thy Divorce: 
For, know thou too, that after this Affront, 
This foul Indignity, done to my Honour, 
Divorcement is but petty Reparation : 
But, ſince thou haſt, with Impudence affirm'd 
My falſe Return, and brib'd my Slaves to youch it, 
L: — Truth _ in the Face of Thebe, be clear'd; 
Uncle, the Companion Voyage, 
And all the Crew of Seamen ſhall be b: 
Who were embark'd, and came with me to Land; 
Nor parted, till I reach'd this curſed Door: 
So ſhall this Viſion of my late Return 
Stand a detected Lye ; and wo to thoſe - 
Who thus betray'd my Honour. 
Soſ. Sir, ſhall I wait on you? 
Amph. No, I will go alone: me here. 
| Exit. i 
Phad. Pleaſe you— that I — [To 
lc. Oh! Nothing now can pleaſe me: 
Darkneſs, and Solitude, and Sighs, and Tears, 
And all th” — Train of Grief, 
Attend my Steps for ever —— Exit Alcmena, 
Soſ. What if I ſhould lye now, 11 ſay we have 
been here before ? I never faw any good that came 
of telling Truth, | { Aſide. 
C 2 Pbad. 
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Phad. He makes no more Advances to me: I be- 
. 
— 
'Yes, us reſoly'd, I 
* N els foe — 
So 
has not only beaten me, but my 
8 n her ! 


I A wich a Side 


ind whether my — — w_ 
Pad. Moſt certainly he has learn'd Impudence of 
His Maſter, a a afar bye py wy 


* ferve his Turn, D 


Condi- 
Pad. What! is all your bot Courtſhip to me, 
dwindl'd into firable Wiſh; You 1 


you made me arting 
255 Oh, when 1 went to the Army : that 1 ſhou'd 
Mill groiling thy Beau to Judge Cre and keep 


1 to thee. 
* No, 1 mean ho Bubart devine you cndens 
Morning — : k promis me 
2211 now: That 


Sſ. That I promis d 
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Pad. You are conſidering , whether or no you 
ſhould keep your Promiſe 
Soſ. That I ſhou'd keep my Promiſe. The 
Truth on't is, ſhe's anothergheſs Morſel than old 
Bromia. *. 
Phed. And I had rather you ſhould break ir, in a 
Manner, and, as it were, and in ſome Senſe. — 
Sof. In a Manner, and as it were, and in ſome Senſe, 


thou ſay'ft ? 1 find, the ſtrong Dog has only 
tickl'd up her ination, and not enjoy'd ber: 
that with my own Limbs, I may perform the Sweet- 


neſs of his Function with her. [ 4fde. 
No, ſweet Creature, the Promiſe ſhall not be broken ; 
but what I have undertaken, I will perform ike a 
Man of Honour, [To ber 
. Then, re eee 
ent 
Sof. Yes, yes, in groſs I do remember ; 
dry W mcg —_— —— 
: uelque choſe, I 
LT. dion Fe 4 ſmall V 

Phed. You may call a Gold Goblet, a Toy: Bur 1 
put a greater Value upon your Preſents. 

So. A Gold Goblet, ſay f thou! Yes, now 1 think 
oo'r, it was a kind of a Gold Gobler; as a Gratuity 
after Conſummation. 

Pbad. No, no, | had rather make ſure of one Bribe 
beforehand, than be promis'd ten Gratuities. 

Sof. Yes, now I remember, ic was, in ſome Senſe, 
a Gold Goblet, by way of Earneſt; and it contain'd — 

Phad. One large 

So/. How, one large 


No; that was ſomewhat too 
4 r 


full: Bur Gallo: 
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Phe. Is it come to this? Out Traitor! ; 
Sof. 1 had been a Traitor, indeed, to have betray'd 
thee to the ſwallowing of a Gallon : but a Thimble- 
full of Cordial-water is eaſily fipt off: and then, this 
ſame Goblet is ſo very light too, that it will be no 
Burthen, to carry it about with thee in thy Pocket. 
Phad, O Apoſtate to thy Love! O perjur'd Villain! 
Enter Bromia. 
What, are you here, Bromia! 1 was telling him his 
own: | was\yiving him a Rattle for his Treacheries 
to you, his Love: You ſee I can be a Friend, upon 
Occaſion. 


Brom. Ay, Chicken, I never doubted of thy Kind- 
neſs: but, for this Fugitive, <=—— this Rebel. 
this Miſcreant. 

Soſ. A kind Welcome, to an abſent Lover, as I 
n 

Brom, Ay; and a ki I me, #t 
= Return; when you us'd me 2 this 

nin 

Seſ. The t'other Sofia has been with her too; and 
has us'd her barbarouſly : barbarouſly, that is to ſay 
uncivilly; and uncivilly: I am afraid that means too 
civilly. [ Aide. 

Phad. You had beſt deny you were here this Morn- 
ing! And by the ſame Token 


Soſ. Nay, no more Tokens, for Heaven's Sake, 
dear Phedra, 


Now muſt I ponder with my ſelf a little, whether it 

be better for me to have been here, or not to have 

been here this Morning. [ Aſide, 

Emer 4 Servant. 

Serv. Phadra, My Lord's without; and will not 

enter 'till he has firſt ſpoken with you. [Exit Servant. 

Phad. [To him in private.) Oh, that I cou'd ſtay to 

help worry thee for this Abuſe : but the beſt on't is, 

I leave thee in good Hands —— 

— Farewel Thi Io him, Bromis 

Exit Phædra. 

Brom, No; you did not beat me, and put me into 

o 
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2 Swoon, and deprive me of the natural Uſe of my 
Tongue for a long half Hour: You did not beat me 
down with your little Wand: But I ſhall teach you 
to uſe your Rod another Time I ſhall. 

Soſ. Put her into a Swoon, with my little Wand, 
and ſo forth: That's more than ever I cou'd do. 
Theſe are terrible Circumſtances, that ſome Sofia or 
another has been here: Now, it he has literally bea- 
ten her, Grammercy, brother Soſta ; he has but done, 
what I wou'd have done, if 1 had durſt : But I am 
afraid it was only a damn'd Love-figure, and thatthe 
Wand that laid her aſleep, might — the Peace- 
maker. [Aſide. 
. Brom. Now you are ſnuffling upon a cold Scent, 
for ſome pitiful Excuſe: I know you: Twenty to one, 
but you will plead a Drunkenneſs: You are us'd to 
be Ir 1 

Soſ. I was pum pi and I thank her, ſhe has in- 
vented for A2 — Bremia , 1 muſt confeſs I 
was exalted : and, poſſibly, 1 might ſcour upon thee, 
or perhaps be a little more familiar with thy Perſon, 
by the way of Kindneſs, than if I had been ſober; 
bur, prithee, inform me what I did; that I may con- 
ſider what Satisfaction I am to make thee. 

Brom. Are you there at your Dog-rricks! You wou'd 
be forgetting, would you? like a drunken Bully that 
affronts over Night, and, when he is cali'd to Ac- 
count, the next Morning, remembers norhing of the 
Quiarrel; and asks Pardon, to avoid Fighting. 

Seſ. By Bacchus, I was overtaken; but I ſhou'd be 
loth that I commirted any Folly with thee. 

3 am 1 I. ſelf awake all Night, 
I did, in Ex | our coming. [crymg. 

Soſ. But what Amends lid 1 . 12 1 
came ! 

Brom. You know well enough, to my Sorrow ; but 
that you play the Hypocrite. 

Soſ. I warrant, I was monſtrous kind to thee. —- 

Brom. Yes, monſtrous kind indeed: You never ſaid 
a truer Word: for, when I came to kiſs you, you 


C 4 pull'd 
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pull'd away your Mouth, and turn'd your Cheek to 
me. . 


Soſ. Good. 
Brom. How, Good ! Here's fine Impudence : He 
Fe Yes, I do juſtify, that 1 turn'd my Cheek, 
like a Perſon, that my Breath might not 
WWW 
Brom, Ay, you remember, and forget, juſt as it 
ages the yo. 60 inſt you: but, to mend the 
Matter, you never ſpoke one civil Word to me: but 
ſtood like a Stock, without Senſe or Motion. 
[ Lge. 
to take 


Soſ. Vet better. 

Brow. After which, I lovingly invited you 
your Place in your Nuptial Bed, as the Laws of Ma- 
trimony oblige you: and you inhumanly refus'd 
me. 

Soſ.. Ay, there's the main Point of the Buſineſs! 
Art thou certain, that I refus'd thee ? Look 
me now in the and fay I did not commit Ma- 
trimony with thee ! 

Brom. I wonder how thou canſt look me in the 
Face, after that Refuſal ! 


PR un. No, thou cold Traitor, thou know'ft thou 
not. 
Seſ. Beſt of all; twas diſcreetly done of me to ab- 


Brom, What, do you inſult upon me too! 
na But what? How was it diſcreetly done then? 
NT LJ ab; - 
g — 

D 

Brom. receiv? ink , 
judg'd by all the Marry'd Women of this Town, i 
any 


one of em has receiv'd itz The | 


Sof. Them I am a Conqueror: And I laud my own 
| 4 : This Renown I have atchiev'd by Soldier- 


Phad. Indeed I wondred at 


your 
Jup. Ev'n fo Almi Love will it, Phedra ; 
And the ſtern of ſweet · bitter Cares, 
Who bows our Necks beneath her brazen Yoke. 
J would have mann'd my Heart, and held it out; 
But, when I thought of what I had poſſeſt, 
Thoſe Joys, that never end, but to begin, 
©, I am all on fire to make my Peace: 
And die, Jove knows, as much as I can die, 
Till I ama reconcil'd. 
Phad. | fear "will be in vain. 
Jap. ' Tis difficult; 
Bur nothing is impoſſible to Love; 
To Love like mine: for I have prov'd his Force, 
And my Alcmena too has felt his Dart. 
If 1 ſubmit there's hope, _ 
Cs Phas, 
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Phed. 'Tis poſſible I may ſollicit for you. 

Jup. r to do thy beſt ? 

Phed. Nay, I iſe nothing —— unleſs you begin 
To promiſe firſt | 

Jup. I wo“ not be ungrateful. 

Phed. Well; I'll try to bring her to the Window: 
You ſhall bave a fair ſhoot at her: If you can bring 


her down, you are a good Mark's Man. 
Jup. Thas all Lask : 


And | will fo reward-thee; gentle Phadra | 
Phad. What, with Cats-guts and Roſin! This Sol- 
la is but a lamentable, empty Sound. 
Jup. Then there's a Sound will pleaſe thee better. 
[ Throwing her a Purſe. 
ak. pe Han 's ſomething of Melody in this 


1 could dance all Day, to the Mufick of Chink, Chink.. 


[Exit Pbæd. 
Jup. Go Sofia round our Thebes, 
To Polydas, to Tranio, and to Gripus, 
Companions of our War; invite em all 
To join their Pray'rs to ſmooth Alcmena's Brow ; 
And, with a ſolemn Feaſt, to crown the Day. 
Seſ. [ Taking Jupiter about the Knees.) Let me em- 
brace you, Sir —— [Jupiter puſhes him away.] Nay, 
muſt give me leave to expreſs my Gratitude; I 
have not eaten, to fay eating, nor drunk, to fay drink- 
ing, never fince our villanous Encamping ſo near the 
Enemy: Tis true, I ſcap'd the b becauſe 
I had fo little in my Bowels to come out, and I durſt 
let nothing go, in Conſcience, becauſe I had nothi 
n > a, 
. You, Bromaa, fee that ings be prepar'd, 
win har Magnificence, as if ſome God | 
Were Gueſt, or Maſter here. | 
Seſ. Or, rather, as much as if twenty Gods were 
to be Gueſts, or Maſters here. 


Brom. That you may eat for to Day, and to Mor- 


row. 
| So. Or, rather agaio, for to Day and Yeſterday ; and 
as 
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as many Months backwards, as I am indebted to my 
Ro iory bord of 
n — Sofia and Bromia ſeverally. 
Jap. Now I have pack'd him hence; thou, other 


(Who, cho chou art not preſent, hear't my Voice,) 
Be ready to attend me at my Call; 
And to ſupply his Place. 

Enter Mercury to Jupiter. Alcmena and Phædra 


appear 
Fup. See ſhe appears: Seeing Alcmena, 
This my Iele to Pha IP. 


I made a greater God than Jove, 
And gave my own Omnipotence away. 


to the Muſicians. and D 
gore bt ger Pim neon 


S ON 6. 


I. 
Elia, that I once was bleſt 
Is now the Torment of my Breaſt, 
Since to curſe me, you bereave me 
Of the Pleaſures I poſſeſs : 
Cruel Creature, to dererve me / 
Firſt 10 love, and then to leave me! 


II. 

Had you the Bliſs reſus'd to grant, 
Then 7 | had never known the Want : 
2 once the Bleſſing, 


Once poſſ 4 
*Tis no Bliſs that is not 2 


III. 
Celia now is mine no more; 
Bus I am hers; and muſt ad. 1 


60 


AurAITrANvox. 


will endeavour , 
before, 


Nor to leave her 


Charms, 


— 
© 
<4 
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Yup. I cannot leave you: No; bur like a Ghoſt, 
Uakindneſs murder'd, will I haunt you. 
nce more, be gone: I'm. odious to my ſelf 
For having lov'd thee once. 
Jp. not the beſt and faireſt of your Kind : 
Nor can you hate your Lover, tho' you would: 
Your Tears, that fall ſo gently, are but Grief: 
Anger; but there muſt be Love. 


? 

Think what thou art, and that unſwears. it all. 

Jup. Can you forſake me, for ſo ſmall a Fault: 
"Twas hut a Jeſt, perhaps too far purſu'd : 
Twas but at moſt, a Trial + „ 
How you could bear Unkindnefs, 
"Twas but to get a reconciling Kiſs, 
A wanton cf Love. 

Alc. See how he doubles, like a hunted Hare, 
A Jeſt, and then a Trial, and a Nit; 


All 
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| Jap. Think me Jealous, 

Alc. O that I could; for that's a noble Crime j 
And which a Lover can, with eaſe, forgive : 
"Tis the high Pulſe of Paſſion, in a Fever; 
A ſickly Draught, but ſhews a burning Thirſt : 
Thine was a Surfeit, not a Jealouſy : 
And in that Loathing of thy full 'd Love, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the eous Object, with Diſdain. 
Jupp. O think not that: For you are ever new 
Your Fraits of Love are like eternal Spri 
In happy Climes, where ſome are in the 
Some green, and ripening ſome, while others fall. 
" Alc. Ay, now you tell me this, | 
When rous'd Deſires, and freſh Recruits of Force, 
Enable iſh'd Love to take the Field. 
But never to be receiv'd again : 
You would again deny you were receiy'd,. 
And brand my ſpotleſs Fame. 

up. I will not dare to juſtify my Crime, 
But only point you where to lay the Name: 
Impute it to the Husband, not the Lover. 

Alc. How vainly would the Sophiſter divide, 
And make the H „ and the er, two. 

Jup. Yes, tis the Husband is the guilty Wretch : 
nſolence forgot the Sweets of Love, 
eeming them his due, 2 'd the Feaſt. 


oargert : 


His 
And, d 
Not ſo the famiſh'd Lover 
He knew he had been there, and been bleſt 


With all that Hope can wiſh, or Senſe can bear. 
Alc. Husband and Lover, both alike 1 hate. 
Jup. And 1 confeſs I have deſerv'd that hate: 

Too charming fair, I kneel for your Forgiveneſs : 

I beg by thoſe fair Eyes, [ Kneebing, 

Which gave me Wounds, that time can never cure; 

Receive my Sorrows, and reſtore my Joys. 

Alc. Unkind, and cruel! I can ſpeak no more. 
Jup. O give it vent, Alcmena, give it vent; 
I merit your Reproach, I would be curs'd : 
Let your Tongue curſe me, while your Heart 1 
4 
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Js Can 1 ſuch Uſage! 
Can you hate me? 
>” 4 I'll do my Beſt : For ſure I ought to hate you. 
Jup. That Word was only hatch'd org ay your Tongue, 
> Jae ans tho acne tte, But try again, 
And if, once more, you can but fay, I hate you, 
My Sword ſhall do you juſtice. 
Alc, Then, I hate you 
. Then you pronounce the Sentence of my Death? 
I hate you much; _ love you more. 
Jup. To prove that Love, ſay, that you for- 
| give me: 
For there remains but this Alternative : 
Reſolve to pardon, or to punifh me. 
Alc. Alas, what I reſolve, appears too plain : 
In 2 that I cannot hate, I pardon. 
2 what's a Pardon worth, without a Seal? 
2 me, in this Tranſport of my Joy 
Kiſſes her Hand. 
Alc. Forbear; I am offended with my ſelf, 
a ting him gently away with her Hand, 
That I have ſhewn this Weakneſs — Let me go, 
Where I may bluſh, alone — —- 


[Going ; and looking back on him, 
But come not 


Leſt I ſhould — 1 yore waa! with exceſs of Fondneſi, 


And let 547. or love again OE Alcmena. 


hiding me w follow, the invites me : 


46 
This is the Mould of which I made the Sex: * 
I. gave em but one Tongue, to fay us nay; 
And two kind Eyes, to grant. Be ſure that none 


[To Mercury, 

11 "few Jupiter after Alcmena, 

and Phadra remain. 

Merc. Your Lady has made the of Re» 


conciliation to my Lord: Here's a fair Example for us 
two, Phadra. 


7544. 
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Pad. No Example at all, : for my Lady had 
LL RE, ? have ahve WP he 
Cw. The Gabler ſhall be forth-coming ; if thou 

Merc. i 
wilt give me Weight for Weight. f 

Pad. Yes, Meafure for Meaſure too, Sofia: 
that is, for a Thimble-full of Gold, a Thimble-full of 


Love. 
Merc. What think 14 Phadra ? Here's a 


weighty Argument of you. 

[ Pulling out the Goblet in a Caſe from under his Cloak. 
Phed, Now ter of his „ let me kiſs thee, 
O thou dear a | Taking it in both Hands. 

Merc. And Venus, of her Mercy, let me kiſs thee, 
dear, dear Phadra. 

Phad. Not ſo faſt, Sea! there's a damn'd Proverb 
in your way: Many thimgs happen betwixt the Cup and 
the Lips, you know. 

8 Why, thou wilt not cheat me of my Gob- 

% 

Phad, Yes; as ſure as you wou'd'cheat me of my 
Maiden-head : I am yet but juſt even with you, for 
oo * you play'd me. 1 beſides; this is 

2 retaining i Fee; ive me another, 
defive the Coule & apee'h, * 

Merc. Shall I not come to your Bed-ſide to Night? 

Pad. No, nor to Morrow-Night neither: but this 
ſhall be my Sweet-heart in your Place : tis a better 
Bed-fellow, and will keep me warmer in cold Wea- 
ther. [Exit Phardra, 
Mercury alone. 

Merc. Now, what's the God of Wit ina Woman's 
Hand? This very Goblet 1 ſtole from Grips; and he 
133 i eee 

i en Goods, as came in by Coye- 

Enter Amphitryon. 


Ob, here's Amphitryon again, but I'l manage bim a- 


Dove in the Balcony. Exit Merc, 
A. Not one of thoſe lan iro be found? 


- — 


f 
l 
0 
1 


„ 


6 


ne 


in „ 7 


AMPHITRYON. 3; 


rr 
Perhaps, as Sofia ſays, tis Witchcraft all: 
Seals may be open'd, Diamonds may be ſtoll'n; 
But how I came, in Perſon, yeſfe \ 
And gave that Preſent to Alcmena's 
That which I never gave, nor ever came, 
O there's the Rock, on which my Reaſon ſplits. 
Wou'd that were all! I fear my Honour, too ! 
I'll try her once again: She may be mad: 
To n _ 41 This 

Merc. [From t » . is is no 
1 Action of a Goa: to uſe him ill, N 4 
never offended me: but my Planet dif me to 
Malice : and when we Perſons do 
Miſchief, the World has a good in of us. 


* 


ern e 
that rap with ſuch 
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Merc. . Why, doſt thou pretend to go inviſible ? If 
thou haſt any Buſineſs here, diſpatch it quickly; I 
have no Leiſure to throw away upon ſuch prattling 
Conwanions, 

Amfh. Thy Companion, Slave? How dar'ſt thou 
uſe this inſolent Language to thy Maſter ! 

Merc. How! Thou my Maſter ? By what Title? I 
never had any other Maſter, but Amphitryon, | 

Amph. Well: and for whom doſt thou take me: 

Merc. For ſome Rogue or other; but what Rogue 
I know not. 

1 _ Doſt thou not know me for Amphitryon, 
e! 

Merc. How ſhou'd I know thee, when I ſee thou 
doſt not know thy ſelf! Thou 4mphitryon? In what 
Tavern haſt thou been? and how many Bottles did 
thy Buſinets, to metamorphoſe thee into my Lord? 

Amph. How now, Impudence! are you threataing 
your Betters! I ſhou'd bring you to condign Puniſh- 
ment, but that I have a great Reſpe& for the good 
Wine, though I find it in a Fool's Noddle. 

Ampb. What, none to let me in? why Phadra ! 
Bromia ! 

Merc. Peace Fellow; if my Wife hears thee, we are 
both undone. At a Word, Phadra and Bromia are 
very buſy; one in meding 6 Caudle for my Lady; 
and the other in heating ins, to rub down my 
Lord, when he riſes from Bed. 

An. Amazement ſeizes me. 

Merc, At what art thou amaz'd? My Mafter and 
my had a falling out, and are retir'd, without 
Seconds, to decide the Quarrel. If thou wert not 2 
ſome Fool, thou wou'd'ſt not be thruſting thy 
Noſe into other Peo 
— if thou 


e. 
Amph. Brav'd 
To a Hs 
If this be true the Villain ſays ? But why 
That feeble, If! It muſt be true; She owns 2 
, 
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Now, 2 to conceal, or blaze th' Aﬀeront ? 
One . my I y a 3 
ee eee . 
That preys upon Vitals: I can fi 
On nothing, but on v eance. 
Enter to him Sofia, Po — Gripus and Tranio. 
Grip. Yonder he is; walking haſtily to and fro, be- 
fore his Door; like a Citizen, clapping his Sides be- 
fore his Shop, in a froſty Morning : 'tis to catch a 
Stomach, I believe. 
Soſ. I begin to be afraid, that he has more Stomach 


to my Sides and Shoulders, then to his own Viduals, 


How he ſhakes his Head! and ſtamps, and what Strides 
he fetches! He's in one of his damn'd Moods again; 
J don't like the Looks of him. 

Amph. Oh, my mannerly, fair-ſpoken, obedient 
Slave, are you there! I can reach you now, without 
—_— Now we ſhall try who's drunk, and who's 
S . — — is as it ſhou'd — 2 ſomewhat 

i were in a ent Humour: yes, 
we will have « Craſh at the 1 when your Lord. 
ay pleaſes 1. have * ſee; and 

are notable Topers, cia Gripus. 

Crip. von, 'faich 2 — refaſe > Glaſs, in a 
uarrel. 

Amph, [Te Soſ.] Why, thou infolent Villain; IU 
teach a Slave how to uſe his Maſter thus. 

Soſ. Here's a fine Buſineſs towards! 1 am ſure L 
ran as faſt as ever my Legs cou'd carry me, to call 
'em ; nay you may truſt my Diligence in all Affairs 
belonging to the Belly. 

Grip. He has been very faithful to his Commiſſion, 
I'll bear him Witneſs. 

Amph. How can you be Witneſs where you were 
not preſent ? the Balcony ! Sirrah, the Balcony ! 

Soſ. Why, to my beſt Remembrance, you never 
invited the . 

Ampb. What Nonſenſe doſt thou 


for an Ex- 


— JJ 


2 —o—_— 2 — 
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Soſ. You fright a Man out of his Senſes, firſt; and 
blame him afterwards, for talking Nonſenſe :——bur 
"tis better for me to talk Nonſenſe, than for ſome to 
do Nonſenſe: 1 will fay that, whate'er comes on'r. 
Pray Sir, let all things be donedecently : what, I hope, 
when a Man is to be hang'd, he is not * 
the Gallows, like a dumb Dog, without telling bi 
Wherefore. 

Amph. By your Pardon, Gentlemen: I have no long- 
er rg to forbear him. 

- Juſtice, juſtice : my Lord Grips : as you are 
a true Magiſtrate, * Here's a proceſs of 
Beating 8 without Sentence given. 

Grip. Ky Amphitryon, this muſt not be: Let 
me firſt underſtand the demerits of the Criminal. 

Sof. Hold you to that point, I beſeech your Honour, 
20. you commiſerate the Caſe of a poor, innocent Ma- 

or. f | 

Amph. To ſhut the Door againſt me, in my very 
Face, to deny me Entrance, to brave me from the 
Balcony, to laugh at me, to threaten me: what proofs 


_ of Innocence call theſe ? but if I puniſh not this 
Inſolence — i i 


laat bim. 
* let „ 
ranio. 


Soſ. 1 charge you in the King's Name, hold him 
Gſt ; for ſee he's bloodily diſpos'd. 

Grip. Now, what haſt thou to ſay for thyſelf, Sofia ? 
8% 1 fay, in the firſt Place, be fore you hold him, 
while I 


lemen for I ſhall never plead worth one farthing, 
= am bod afraid. 

of Tea ifl 
» I do not 


ly ; I warrant thee. 

ſpeak boldly, under my Lord's Fa- 
vour fay he lyes neither: no, Lamtoo well 
bred for that; but his Lordſhip fibbs moſt abominably. 
WS... Do you hear his Impudence ? yet will you 


me go? 
Soſ. een my Lord: for how cou'd 
I aaturally ſpeaking, be in the Balcony and affroating 
you 
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haps he have i your i 
haps ho may have gue Gunning apes yore Loud 
Amph. [to thoſe who im.] Let me 8 
Soſia may be innocent, and I will not hurt bim 
Open the Door; I'll reſolve my Doubts immediately. 
Soſ. The Door is perem „ that it will not be 
opened without Keys: my Brother, on the inſide, 
is in Poſſeſſion ; and will not part with em. 
Amph, Then tis manifeſt that Lam affronted; break 
open the Door there. 
Grip. Stir not a Man of you, to his Aſſiſtance. 


and my Clerk is not here to 
it, 

Amph. (aſide) The Devil take all Juſtice-brokers—— 
I — * too when I have been hunting him all 
over the Town, to be my Witneſs ——Bur I'll bring 
Soldiers to force open the Doors, by my own Com- 
miſſion, [Exze. Amphitryon. 

Sof. Pox o'theſe Forms of Law to defeat a Man of 


2 Dinner, wh tis the 
and is no leſs than 


vilege of a Fr 
Subverſion of Fundamentals. 


Jup. Oh, my Friends, I am ſorry I have made you 
wait ſo long : you are welcome; and the Door ſhall 
be open to you, immediately. [Exit Jupiter, 

Grip. Was not that Amphi ? 

Sof. r — 

Grip. In ppearance it was he: he 
thither ? * 

Pol. In ſuch a Trice too! 

Tran. And after he had juſt left us ? 

Grip. And ſo much alker'd, for the better, in bis 
Humour? 

o Sof. 


. v 


* Tara? T&EI oc 


r. 
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Here's ſuch a Company of fooliſh Queſtions, 
ty dy * You had beſt tay Dinner 
till he has prov'd himſelf to be Amphitryon in Form 
of Law: but I'll make ſhort Work of that Buſineſs : 
for I'll take mine Oath tis he. 

Grip. 1 ſhould be glad it were. 

4 How it were ? with your damn'd Inter- 
rogatories, when you ought to be thankful, that ſo it 
is. 


Grip. [ Aſ6de.] That I ſee my Miſtreſs Phadra, 
and 2E. with wy ans Gold Gobler. 

Sof. If this be not the true Amphitryon, I wiſh I 
may be kept without Doors, faſting and biting my own 
Fingers, for want of Victuals; and that's a dreadful 
Imprecation ! I am for the inviting, and eating, and 
treating Amphritryon : I am ſure tis he that is my 
lawfully begotten Lord : And if you had an Ounce of 
true Juſtice in you, you ought to have laid hold on 
t'other Amphitryon and committed him for a Rogue, 
and an Impoſtor, and a Vagabond. [ The Door is open d: 

[Mercury from within. 

Aer. NA Maſters: The Paſſage on the 
Right-hand to the Gallery, where my ex- 
polts vou For I am called another way. 

[Gripus, Tranio, and Polydas go into the Houſe. 

Soſ. I ſhould know that Voice, by a ſecret Inftin: 
Tis a T 2 Family; and belongs to my 
Brother It muſt be ſo; it carries 2 
ling Kind of Sound in it — But put the worft: 
me weigh this Matter wiſely : Here's a Beating, anda 
Belly-full : Againſt no Beating, and no Belly-full. 
The Beating is bad; but the Dinner is good : Now, 
not to be beaten, is but negatively z bur, not to 
fill my Belly, is poſitively Bad-——Upon the whole 
Matter, my final Reſolution is, to take the God and 
the Bad as they come together. 

[ Is entring : Mercury meets him at the Door. 

Mer. W hither now, You Kitchin-skum ? from whence 


this Impudence, to enter here without Permiſſion ? 


S. 


i my proper 
did not mean myſelf: I was thinking of a- 


poor Fellow, that was once of my Ac- 


unfortunately baniſh'd out of Doors, when 


was juſt coming upon the Table, 


Enia 


AMPHITRYON. 73 
Emer Phadra. 


_ Phad. Sofia, you and I muſt———Bleſs me! what 

have we here, a Couple of you, or do I ſee double? 
? ' Sof. I wou'd fain bring it about, that I might make 
e one of em: But he's unreaſonable, and will needs in- 


corporate me, and ſwallow me whole into himſelf, If 
he would be content to be but one and a half, twould 


m4 


SP YT 


— 


— 


Phed. Which of you two is Sofia ? for other muſt 
be the Devil. 

Sof. Tou had beſt ask him that has play'd the Devil 
wich my Back and Sides. | 
a” . You had beſt ask him who gave you the Gold 

et? 

Pad. No, that's already given : but he ſhall be 

Sofia, that will give me ſuch another. * 


ng 

Seſ. No, indeed, Sir; 1 only promis'd her a Gold 
Thimble : which was as much as comes to my Propor- 
tion of being Sofia. 

Pbad. This is no Sofia 
way t'other Sea: he 

Seſ. [ 4ſide.} Wou'd I were valiant, that I might beat 
— 14 — é for a prag- 
matical 44 * 

Merc, What's are muttering betwixt 
Teeth, of a Son of a Whore, Sirrah? _ 

Soſ. I am ſure I meant you no Offence: for, if I 
am not Sea, I am the Son of a Whore, for ought I 
? know; and, if you are Sea, you may be the Son of 
ne? a Whore, for ought you know. 
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Phad. This Power of yours makes me ſuſ | 
for little better than a God; but pry 
more Certainty, tell me what I am juſt aow thinking. 

Merc. Why, thou art thinking, let me ſee; for thou 
art a Woman, and your Minds are ſo variable, that 
it's very hard even for a God to know them. But, to 

isfy thee, thou art wiſhing, now, for the ſame Power 
I have exercis'd ; that thou mighteſt ſtamp, like me; 
and have more Singers come up for another Song. 
bad. Gad, I think the Devil's in you. Then 1 


do ſtamp in ſomebody's Name, but I know not whoſe , 


{gs} Come up, Gentle-folks, from below ; and 
ng me a Paſtoral Dialogue, where the Woman may 
have the better of the Man; as we always haye in 
Love-Matters. 

{ New Singers come up, and ſing a Song. 


A Paſtoral Dialogue betwixt Thyrfis and Iris. 


4 I. 
Thyrſis, J7 Air Iris and ber Swain 
Were in 4 Bow'r ; 
Where Thyrſis in van 
Had ſourht the Shepherd's Hour : 


Bro | 


aft ; 
He ſaid, O kiſs me longer, 
And , and A 
— —— make me blaſt 


II. 
Iris. An eaſy yielding Maid, 
By truſting is undone ; 
Our Sex is oft betray d, 
By granting Love too ſoon, 3 
If you defore to gain me, your Suff rings to redreſs ; 
to love me » 


And „ and longer, 
2 Before you ſhall poſſeſs. 
III. 


- 


G , 
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III. 


The little Care you ſhow 
4 

Makes Death appear 100 I 
And Life too long to 44. 

Fair Iris rey in Pity of my Fate; 


And kindly ftill, and kindly, 


Iris. Ton fondly court your Bliſs, 
And no Advances make 
"Tis not for Maids t» kiſs, 
wa tis — en to take. 
iſs me ! , and Iwill not rebel ; 
2 2 ful, a ud indy, 


But kaſi ma not and tell. 


V. 


A RONDEAU. 
Chorus. Thus at the Height we love and live, 
And fear not to be poor : 
We give, and give, and give, and give, 
"Till we can give no more: 
But what to-day Will take away, 
To Morrow will reſtore : 
Thus at the Height we love and live, 
And fear not to be poor. 


Phed.. Adieu, I leave you to pay the Muſick : Ho 
well, Mr. Planet; there's a better Heav'a in tore for 
9 1 I fay no more, but you can gueſs. 
2 Such Bargain- Loves, as I with Pa- 


4 treat, 
the Leagues and Friendſhips of the Great : 


Are all 


All ſeek their 5 
3 


AmPHITRYON; 


of Gold : 
wov'd be fold. [Ex, 


[ 

15 

=. 
Wi ACT 
i 


N 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
Euer Gripus aud Phædra. Gripus has the Gobles 


in his Hand. 


PA. NF OU will not be ſo baſe to take it from me ? 
| Grip. 'Tis my Chattel : Add 1'll 
ſeize my own, in whatever Hands I find it. 
Pbad. vow my only — it you to provoke 
r Generoſity, out- bid Rival 
din dern ———— __ 
Grip. My Rival is a Thief: and I'll indite you for 


a Receiver of ftoln 

Thou | — 
Grip. mercenary Miſtreſs ! 
7124 Thou moſt mercenary rain; 
Grip. Thou ſeller of thy ſelf! 
2121 Thou ſdller of other P : thou Weather- 


cock of Government: that when Wind blows fer 
the Subject, point'ſt to Privilege; and when it changes 
for the Sovereign, veerſt to Prerogative. 
Ke en ake it as my Pre- 
Ke No: but III ſend thy Riyal to force it from 
ip. When a Thief is Rival to his the Ha 
man Silt ſoon decid e the Difference. 1 
ler! — — 
Nerc. þ 
is, | an impertment Coxcomb: 1am out of 
8 0 — 2225 8 
Arc. "Tis my to on your i 
and to „* Durden. = 
4 Grip, 


20 AMPHITRYOR. 


Grip. Gold was never any Burden, to ene of my 
Profeſſion. 
Merc. By your Lordſhip's Permiſſion, Phadre has 
fent me to take it from 

Grip. Tear by E i * 5 

Mere. Bowzng. 23 | onour 
14 reſtore it to 3 perſuade 
Lordſhip to renounce your Pretenſions to her. 
Grip. Tell her flatly, I will neither do one, nar 
er. 

Merc. O my Lord, I dare Word for 
your free Ge. both, — Wi — 
pleas'd to take your Choice of one of thefe ? 

Grip. Why theſe are Swords : what have I to do 


with them? \ 

Merc. Only to take Choice of one of them; 
which 121 J age phos the other to 
your moſt obedient Servant. 


Grit. What, one of theſe Weapons? take 
notice, I'll lay you by the Heels, Sirrah : This has 
the Appearance of an unlawful bloody Chall 

Merc, You Magiſtrates are pleas'd to call it fo, my 
Lord; but with us Sword-men, tis an honourable In- 
vitation to the cutting of one another's Throats. 

Grip. Be anſwer'd 1 have no Throat to cut. The 
Law ſhall decide our Controverſy. 

Merc. By your Permiſſion, my Lord; it muſt be 


diſpatch'd this way. | 

J. d before I give thee any 
fuch Permiſſion, to diſpatch me into another World. 

Merc. At the leaſt, my Lord, you have no Occa- 
fion to complain of my want of Reſpe@ to you: You 
will neither reftore the Goblet, nor renounce Phedrea : 
1 offer you the Combat; you refuſe it: all this is done 
in the Forms of Honour: It follows, that I am to 
affront, you, or kick you, at my own arbitre- 
ment; and I ſuppoſe, are too honourable not to 


. Here's a new fort of Proceſs, that was never 
of in any of our Courts. | 
| Merc, 


approve of my Proceeding 


beard 


AMPHITRYON. 


box o'th'Ear : that ſo, 


Grip. on in no Anſwer, but fuffer a Non-ſuit. 
Merc. No, my Lord; for the Coſts and Charges are 
to be paid: Will you pleaſe to reſtore the Cup? 

Grip. I have told thee, no. 

Merc. Then from your Chin, I muſt aſcend to your 
Lordſhip's Ears. 

Grip. Oh, oh. Oh, oh. — Wilt thou never leave 
lagging me by the Ears? 

Merc, Not till your Lordſhip will be 'd to hear 
Reaſon. | Pulling again. 

Grip. Take the Cup, and the Devil give thee Joy 
on't. | 

Merc. holding him.) And Lordſhip will 
farther Udo 34 to at all Claims, 
Titles, and Actions to Phedra: You muſt 
give me leave te add one ſmall 7 

Grip. I renounce her, I releaſe: 2 ' 

Enter Phedra. 

Merc. [to her.] Phedra; my Lord has been pleas'd 
to be very gracious; without puſhing Matters to Ex- 
tremity. 

Phad. I over-heard it all: But give me Livery and 
Seiſin of the Goblet, in the firſt ch 

Merc. There's an a& of Oblivion ſhou'd be paſs'd 


too. 

Phed. Let him begin to remember Quarrels, when 
he dares; now I have him under Girdle, I'll cap 
Verſes with him to the end of the Chaprer. 

Enter Amphitryon and Guards. 
Amph, [to Gripus.] At the laſt I have got Poſſeſſion 
Ds without 


PHITRYON. 


To fighe again 
Polyd. Nor think we wrong you, when we hold your 
We know our - 


to our General: 


He fun the enn Proofs and dares not and, 


— 
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Impartial Judgment, and award of Right. 


But ſince Alcmena's Honour is concern'd, : 
Whom, more than Heav'n, and all the World, I love 
This 1 propoſe, as equal to us both. 

Tran, and Polydas, be you Aſſiſtants, 

The Guards be ready to ſecure th' Im A 
When once fo prov'd, for publick Puniſhment, 
And Gripus, be thou Umpire of the Cauſe. 

Amph.1 am content: Let him proceed to Examination. 

Grip. [Aſide to Merc.] On whoſe Side wou'd you- 

ſe that I ſhou'd give the. Sentence? 

Merc. [ Aſide to him.] Follow thy Conſcience for once; 
hut not to make a Cuſtom of it neither, nor to leave 
an Nr of 2 8 to future 

Aſide.] Tis a good thing to have a Magiſtrate under 
. Your old foralcoing 3 e dare never 
give Sentence againſt him that knows his Haunts, 
Polyd. Your Lordſhip knows I was Maſter of Am. 
phitryon's Ship; aud defire to know of him, what paſs d 


in private betwixt us two at his Landing, when he was 
-ufl ready to engage the Enemy ? 

Grip. Let the true Amphitryon anſwer firſt: | 
Fupit. and Amph. 4 My Lord, I told him 
Grip. Peace. both of you-—"Tiz a plain Caſe they 
are both true; for they both ſpeak together: but for 
more certainty, let the falſe Amphitryon ſpeak firſt. 

Merc, Now they are both filentt——_ 

Grip. Then 'tis as plain on r'other fide, that they are 
both falſe Amphitryons. 

Merc. Which Amphitryon ſhall ſpeak firſt ? 

Grip. Let the Cholerick Amphitryon ſpeak; and let 
the peaceable hold his Peace. 

Amph. [to Polyd.] You may remember that I whiſ., 
per'd you, not to part from the Stern, one ſingle Mo- 


Polyd.” You did ſo. 
Grip. No more Words then; I 


to Sentence. 


Jupit, Twas I that whiſper'd him; and he may rey 
member 
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member I gave him this Reaſon for it; that if our Men 
were beaten, — 4 ſecure my own Retreat. 

Polyd. You did ſo. 

Grip. Now again he's as true as t'other; 

Tran. You know I was Pay-maſter : What Direc: 
tions did you give me the Night before the Battle > 

Grip. To which of the You's art thou ſpeaking > 


Merc. | Aſide,) It ſhou'd be.a double U: but they 
have no tuch Letter in their Tongue, | 

Amph. I order'd you to take particular Care of the 

t | 
2577 Why this Ag oo ores 1 
it. that I recommended to WAS ( 
Tiger Skin; 25 mark'd Beta, om 
rip. In Sadneſs I think they are both Jugglers: 

Here's nothing: And here's nothing: And then hic- 
cius doccins and they are both here again. 

Tran. You Amphitryon, what Money was 
there in that ? 

Jupir. The Sum in groſs. amounted juſt to fifty M- 
tick Talents. | 

Tran. To a Farthing. 

Grip. Paugh : Obvious, obvious. 

Amph. Two thouſand Pieces of Gold were ty'd up 
in a Handkerchief by themſelves. 
Tran, | remember it. 

Grip. Then 'tis dubious again. 

Jupit. But the reſt was not all Silver; for there 
were juſt four thouſand Braſs Half-pence. 

Grip. Being but Braſs, the Proof is inconſiderable : 
Tf they had been Silver, it — your ſide. 

Amph. [to Juper.) Death and Hell, you will nor per- 
ſuade me, that 1 did not kill Prerelas ? 

Jupit. Nor you me, that I did not enjoy Alemena? 

Amph. That laſt was Poiſon to me— [Aſide. 
Yet there's one Proof thou can'ſt not counterfeit : 
In killing Pterelas, I had a Wound * 
Full im the brawny part of my right Arm: 
There ſtill the Scar remains: Now bluſh, a 


by the Hand. 


— 
& 
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AMPHITRYON. 


Honour from that Wretch, 


ing «pon Jupiter, is held again? 
2 I conteran theſe idle Threats yo 
d, thou might ſt as ſafely meet : 
launch'd from the red Arm of 
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OD 


Phed, When that comes to paſs, if look - 


nights, I ſhall remember old Ki 
to twinkle on you. 1 
Enter Solia, peeping about him: and ſeeing Mer- 


» is ſtarting b 


ran 4 
Soſ. Here he is again; and there's no paſſing by 
4 the Houſe, unleſs I were a Spright, to 3-4 
in through the Key-hole,—— I am to be a Vagabond, 


T find. 

Merc. Sofia, come back. 

Soſ. No I thank you: you may whiſtle me 
— h; a beaten Dog has always the Wit to avoi 

er. 

Merc. I permit thee to be So in. 

Soſ. Tis an unfortunate Na 0 I abandon it: 
he that has an Itch to be beaten, let him take it up 
for Soſia; What have I faid now! I mean for 
me; I neither am nor will be Sofia. 


Merc. But thou may'ft be fo in Safety: for I have 


acknowledg'd my ſelf to be God Mercury. 

. may be a God, for ought 1 know; but 
the Devil take me if ever I worſhip you; for an un- 
merciful Deity, as you are, 


Merc. You ought to take it for an Honour to be 


drub'd by the Hand of a Divinity. 

Soſ. I am your moſt humble Servant, Mr. God; 
but by the Faith of a Mortal, I cou'd well have ſpar'd 
the Honour that you did me. But how ſhall I be ſure 
that you will never aſſume my Shape again? 

Merc, Becauſe I am weary of wearing ſo villanous 
an Outſide. 

Soſ. Well, well; as villanous as it is, here's old 
Bromia will be contented with it. 

Brom. Yes, now I am ſure that I may chaſtiſe you 
ſafely: and that-there's no God, lurking under your 


Seſ. Ay; but you had beſt take heed how you at- 
n—_— for as Mercury has turn'd himſelf into me, 
ſo. I may take the Toy into my Head, to turn my 
ſelf-into Mercury, that I may ſwinge you off, con- 
dignly. Mere. 


is 
'> 
y 
ho. 
c. 


ter a King's Miſtreſs. 
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Merc. Ia the mean time, be all my Witneſſes, that 
take Phedra for my Wife of the left hand; that is, 
n 
P +» You me , 
all you are a God: for you have a terrible ill Name 
below: and I am afraid you'll get a Footman, inſtead 
of a Prieſt to marry us. 
Merc. But here's Gripus ſhall draw up Articles be- 
ewixt us. 
Phad. But he's damnably us'd to falſe 
pn IN be it ſo: for my Counſel ſhall over- 
'em before I Sign: Come on, Gripus ; that L 
may have him under black and white. 1 
[ Here Gripus gets ready Pen, Ink, Paper. 
Merc. With all my Heart; that I may have thee 
——_ and white hereafter. COR 
Pad. | To Grip, f in; H rticles 
to be made, — 2 1 — 
Merc. And Phedra, Queen of Gypſies, — mprimis, 
I promiſe to buy and ſettle upon her an Eſtate, con- 
taining Nine thouſand Acres of Land, in any Part of 
Bœotia, to her own Liking. 
Phad. Provided always, that no Part of the ſaid 


Nine thoufand Acres ſhall be upon, or adjoining to 


Mount Parnaſſus: for I will not be fobb'd off with a 
Poetical Eſtate. 

Merc. Memorandum, that ſhe be always conſtant to 
me; and admit no other Lover. 

Phed. Memorandum, unleſs it be a Lover that of- 
fers more: and that the Conſtancy ſhall not exceed 
the Settlement. 

Merc. Item, that ſhe ſhall keep no Male Servants 
in ber Houſe : Item, no Rival Lap-Dog for a Bed- 
_ Item, that ſhe ſhall never pray to any of the 


Phed. What, wou'd you have me an Atheiſt ? 
Merc. No Devotion to any He-Deity, good Phadra. 
Brom. Here's no Proviſion made for Children yet. 
Phad. Well remember'd, Bromia I 1 2 that 
Merc, 


my eldeſt Son ſhall be a Hero, and my 
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Seſ. F. muſt take a little i Pains to 


| Night, that my Spouſe may come even with her La- 
a 


5 Squire to attend on young Hercu- 
les, when . out to ſeek Adventures; that when 
his Maſter kills a Man, he may ſtand ready to pi 
his Pockets; and piouſly relieve his aged Parents, Ah, 
Bromia, Bromia ; if thou hadſt been as handſome and 
as young as Phadra; I ſay no more, but ſome-body 
might have made his Fortunes as well as his Maſter, 
— never the worſe Man neither. 

For, let the wicked World ſay what they pleaſe, 

The fair Wife makes her Husband live at Eaſe: 

The Lover keeps him too;. and but receives, 

Like Jove, the Remnants that Amphirryon leaves: 
"Tis true, the Lady has enough in ſtore 
To ſatisfy thoſe two, and eke two more: 

In fine, the Man, who weighs the Matter fully, 
Wou'd rather be the Cuckold, than the Cully. 


SH GUY HULL ON Im, 


er! 


> NT GH ON DO SH H kb 


EPILOGU E, 
Spoken by Phedra. Mrs. Mountfort. | 


Jl thinking, (and it almoſt makes me mad,) 
How ſweet a Time thoſe Heathen Ladies had. 

Idolatry was e&v'n their Gods own Trade; 

They wor ſhipt the fine Creatures they had made, 

Cupid was chief of all the Deities ; 

And Love was all the Faſhion, in the Skies. 

Jeve was her humble Servant at Command. 

The Treaſury of Haav'n was ne'er ſo bare, 

But frill there was a Penſion for the Fair. 

For Jove the good Example did begin. 

Mark, tas, when be uſury'd the Hu Name; 

How civilly be ſav'd the Lady's Fame. 

The ſecret Joys of Love he wiſely hid; 

Bus you, Sirs, boaſt. of more, than ver you did. 

Tow teize your Cuckolds; to their Face torment em: 

But Jeve gave bis new ner t» content him. 

And, in the kind Remembrance of the Fair, 

On each exalted Son beflow'd a Star. 

For theſe good Deeds, as by the Date appears, 

His Godſhip flouriſh'd full rwo thouſand Tears, 

At laſt, when he and all his Prieſts grew old, 

The Ladies grew in their Devotion cold; 

And, thas falſe Werſpip wou'd no longer bold. 


EPILOGUE. 

Severity of Life did next begin, | 
(And always does, when we no more can Sin.) 
That Doctrine, too, ſo hard, in Praffice, lies, . 
That, the next Age may ſee another riſe, 
Then, Pagan Gods may, once again, ſucceed; 
And Jove, or Mars, be ready, at our Need, 
To get young Godlings; and, ſo, mend our Breed. 
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To the Right Honourable 


Joun Lord SoMMERS, 


Lord Prefident of Her MajzsTy's moſt 
Honourable Privy Council. 


May it pleaſe your Lordſbip. 


S it is an eſtabliſhed Cuſtom in theſe 
latter Ages, for all Writers, particu- 
larly the Poetical, to ſhelter their Pro- 
ductions under the Protection of the 
moſt diſtingui whoſe Approbation produces a 
kind of Inſpiration, much ſuperior to that which the 
heather'ſh Poets pretended to derive from their fic- 
titious Apalla So it was my Ambition to Addreſs 
one of my weak Performances to Your Lordſhip, 
who, by univerſal Conſent, are juftly allowed to be 
the beſt Judge of all Kinds of Writing. 

[ was indeed at firſt deterred from my Deſign, by 
a 'Thought that it might be accounted unpardona- 
ble Rudeneſs to obtrude a T rifle of this Nature to a 
Perſon, whoſe ſublime Wiſdom moderates that 
Council, which, at this critical Juncture over- 
rules the Fate of all Europe. But when I was en- 
couraged by reflecting that Lælius aud Scipio, the 
two greateit Men in their Time, among the No- 
maus, both for Political and Military Virtues, in the 
Height of their important Affairs, thought the + 
Peruſal and Improving of Terence's Comedies the 
nobleſt Way of unbending their Minds. I own I 
were guilty of the higheſt Vanity, ſhould I preſume 
to put my Compoſures in Parallel with thoſe of that 
A 2 cet. trated 


* 


Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Celebrated Dramati/? ; but then again, I hope that 
r Lordſhip's native Goodneſs and Generoſity, 


in Condeſcen to the Taſte of the beſt and faireſt 
Part of the Town, who have been pleaſed to be 
diverted by the following SCENEs, will excuſe and 
overlook ſuch Faults as your nicer Judgment might 
diſcern. | 

And here, my Lord, the Occafion ſeems fair for 
me to engage in a Panegyric upon thoſe natural and 
acquired Abilities, which fo brightly adorn Your 
Perſon : But I ſhall reſiſt that Temptation, being 
conſcious of the Inequality of a Female Pen to ſo 
Maſculine an Attempt ; and having no other Am- 
dition than to ſubſcribe myſelf. 


My Lord, 
Var Lordſhip's 


U humble and 


224 Obe dient Servant, 


SUS ANNA CENTLIvVRE. 


PRO- 


zeec 80 


PROLOGUE, 
By the Author of Tunbridge-Walks. 


HO modern Prophets were expor'd of late, 
The Author could not propheſy his Fate : 

I; with ſuch Scenes an Audience had been fir d, 
The Poet muſt hade really been inſpi d. 
But theſe, alas ! are melancholy Days 
For modern Prophets, and for modern Plays. 
Tet fence Prophetic Lirs pleaſe Fools o Fajhiorn, 
And Women are fo fond of Aguation ; 
Ta Men of Senſe I ll propheſy anexw, 
And tell you wondrous Things that avill prove tus 
Undaunted Colonels will to Craps repair, 
Aſſur'd, there'll be no Skirmiſhes this Year ; 
On cur ou Terms will flow the cu, for Peace, 
Ail Wars, except 'tavixt Man and Mi e, vill cea e. 
Grand Monarch may wiſh: his Sou a Throne, 
ut hasdly will advance to loſe his own. 
Thr Staus moſt Thing: bent a ſmiling Face ; 
Li 1 ti; rs im Summer Fur @ diſmal Cie, 
Sei Appearance only is car Ad Crace. 
Court Ladies will to Conitry N gone, 
My Lord can't all the Year live Beat in Town ; 
ere <vanting Opera's, Baſſet, and a Play; 
They'll fb and ftitch a Goon, to-paſs the Time ar.vay. 
Gay City Wives at Tunbridge will appear, 
* —2 d or an Heir; 
Where many a Courtier may their Want; retizve, 
Waters only they concerve. 


But 7 the 
The -ſtreet —— — of Temple arte, 
That run Neckchths for Attorney's Clerks, 


At Cupid's Gardens will her Hours regale, 
Sing fair Dorinda, and drink botil 4 Ae. 
At all Aſſemblies Rakes are up and <owut, 
And Gameſter:, where they think they are not known. 
Shou'd I denounce our Author's Faie to Day, 
To cry dun Prophecies, you'd damm the Play: 
Yet aubims like theſe have ſeinetimes made you laugh, 
"Tis Tatiling all, like Iſaac Bickerſtaff. 
Sizee War and Places claim the Bards that write, 
Be Hud, and bear a Woman's Treat to-mght ; 
Let Induigence all ber Fears allay, 
And none but Women- Eaters dann this Play. 


a 3 Dramatis 


(> — 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 


Sir Gorge Airy, A Gentleman of Four 
Thoaked a Year, in Love with 26- SY 
Res” . Wilks. 

Sir Brazos Gripe, Guardian to Miranda 
and Marplot, Father to Charles, 8 Mr. E/court. 
n 

Charies, Friend to Sir George, in Love 
with Jabiada. * Mr. Mille. 

S Jealous Traffich, a Merchant that had 

lived ſome I ime in Spain, a great Ad- 

mirer of the Sygam Cuſtoms, Father 

w J/abinds. 


Me. Buloch 


WOMEN. 


* ty — 
Thou ounds, realy in e 
with Sir G-orge, but pretends to be fo * Cree 
with her Guardian Sir Francis. 

Jabinda, Daughter to Sir 
Love with Charles, 


ealous, in 


figned for 


a Me chant her Father, 7 Mrs. Regers. 
tad 5 up from 2 . of all 
Patch, her Woman. — 


Scentæueſl. Woman w Miranda. Mrs. l. 
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ACTI. SCENE be Port. 


A! Sir George Airy! A Birding thus ea: ly! 
What forbidden Game rous'd you 0 
ſoon? For no lawful Occaſion cou'd in- 
vite a Perſon of your Figure ab. cad at 

e ſuch un faſtionable Hours. 

Sir Geo. There are ſome Men, Charles, whom Fortune 

has left fiee from Inquietudes, who are diligently ſtudious 

to find out Ways and Means to make themſelves uncaſy. 
Cha. Is it poſſible that any thing in Nature can ruffle 
the Temper of a Man, whom the four Seaſons of the Year 

compliment with as many thouſand Pounds, nay, and a 

Father at reſt with his Anceſtors? 

Sir Geo. Why there tis now! a Man that wants Money 

thinks none can be unhappy that has it; but my Affairs are in 
ſuch a whimſical Poſture, that it will require a Calculation 


Gold has a Power them; Gold unlocks the Mid- 
night Councils; Gold outdoes the Wind, becalms the Shir, 
or fills her Sails; Gold is omnipotent below; it makes whe:e 
A-mies fight, or fly; it buys even Souls, and bribes the 
Wretches to betray their Country: Then what can thy 
Buſineſs be, that Gold won't ſerve thee in? 

Sir Geo, Why, Pm in Love. 

Cha. In Love !—Ha, ha, ha, ha; in Tove, Ha, ha, 
ha, with what, prithee? a Cherubim ? 

Sir Geo. No, With a Woman. 
4 A Woman, Good, Ha, ha, ha, and Gold not help 

Sir Geo. But ſuppoſe I'm in Love with two— 

Cha. Ay, if thou'rt in Love with two hundred, Gold will 
fetch'em, I warrant thee, Boy. But who are they? who are 
they ? come. 9a 4 Sir 


| 
! 
| 


ha, never conſult the Stars about that +- 
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Sir Geo. One is a Lady whoſe Face I never faw, but 
witty as an Angel; the other beautiful as Fenus.— 

Cha. And a Fool. — 

Sir Geo. For aught I know, for I never ſpoke to her, but 
vou can inform me; I am charm'd by the Wit of one, and 
die for the Beauty of the other ? 

Cha. And pray, which are you in queſt of now ? 

Sir Geo I prefer the ſenfual Pleaſure, I'm for her Pve 
ſeen, who is thy Father's Ward, Miranda. 

Cha. Nay, F pity you ; for the Jew my Father will 
no more part with her and zoo Pounds, than he wou'd 
with a Guinea to keep me from ftarving. 

1 you ſee Gold can't do every Thing, 

Cha. Yes, fer tis her Gold that bars my Father's Gate 
a7ainft you. 

Sir Geo, Why, if he is this avaricious Wretch, how 
cam'ſ thou by ſuch a Mberal Education? 

Cha. Not a Souſe out of his Pocket, I aſſure you: I had 
an Uncle who defrayed that Charge, but for ſome little 
Wildneſſes of Youth, tho? he mad- me bis Heir, left Dad 
my GvzrGan ti came to Years of Diſcretion, which I 
p:eſuine the cid Gentleman will never thick J am; and 
row he has got the Eftate into bis Clutches, it does me no 
more good than if it lay in Prefer J Duminicus. 

Sir Geo What, can't thou nnd no dt. atagem toredeem ii? 

Che. I have made many Eſſays to no purpoſe; tho” 
Want, the Miſtreſs of Invention, ftill tempts me on, yet ftill 
the old Fox is too cunning for me I am my laſt Pro- 
1ect, which if it fails, then for my laſt Refuge, a brown Muf- 

Sir Geo. What ist? can I aſſiſt thee ? 

Cha. Not yet; when you can, I have Confidence enough 
in vou to aſk it. 

Sir Geo. I am always ready, but what does he intend todo 
with Miranda ? Is ſhe to be ſold in private? Or will he 
her up by way of Auction, at who bids moſt? If fo, Egad, Im 
for him; my Gold, as you fay, ſhall be ſubſervient to my 


Che. To deal ingeniouſly with you, Sir George, I know 
as bane toda o hab» dl for fince my Uncle's Death, 
wy Return from Travel, I have never been well. with 

: my 
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my Father; he thinks my Expences too great, and I his 
Allowance tco lite; he never ſees me, but he quarreis a 
and to avoid that, I ſhun his Houſe as much as poſſible. 
The Report is, he intends to marry her himſelf, 

Sir Geo. Can ſhe conſent to it? 

Cha. Yes, faith, fo they ſay; but tell you, I am wholly 
ignorant of the Matter. Miranda and I are like two vio- 
leut Members of a cont ary Party; I can ſcarce allow her 
Beauty, tho? all the World does ; nor ſhe me Civility, for 
that Contempt : I fancy ſhe plays the Mother in law ab 
ready, and fets the old Gentieman on to do Miſchief. 

Sir Geo. Then Pve your free Conſent to get her. 

Che. Ay, and my helping hand, if Occaſion be. 

Sir Geo. Pugh, yonder's a Fool coming this way, let's 
avoid him. 

Cha. What Marplot? no, no, he's my Inftrument; there's 
a thouſand Conveniencies in him, he'll lend me his 


when he has any, run of my Errands, and be proud on't; m - | 


ſhort, he'll pimp for me, lye for me, drink for me, do any 
t for me, and that I truſt to my own Arm for, 


Sir Geo. Nay then he's to be endur'd ; I never knew his 


Qualifications befo e. 
Enter ot with a Patch croſs his Face, 


Dear Charles, yours —Ha! Sir George Airy, the 


Man in the World, I have an Ambition to be known to, 
[ S{5de] Give me thy Hand, dear Boy— 


Cha. A good Aſſurance ! But hark ye, how came your 


beautiful Countenance clouded in the wrong Place ? 
Marpl. I muit an but no 
matte: for that; a Word with you, Charles : Prithee, in- 


troduce me to Sir George—he is a Man of Wit, and I'd give 


ten Guineas to 


Cha When you have em, you mean. 


Mary!. Ay, when I have'em, pugh, Pox you cut the 


Thread of my Diſcourſe I wou'd give ten Guineas, I ſay, 
to be rank'd in his Acquaintance :. Well, tis a vaſt Addi 
tion to a Man's Fortune, according to the Rout of the 
Word, to be ſeen in the Company of leading Men; for 
then we are all thought to be Politicians, or Whigs, or Jacks, 
or High Flyers, or Low-Flyers, or Levellets —and fo forth,: 
for you muſt know, we all herd in Parties row. 

Thea a Fool for Diverſion is out of faihion, I find. 


Marpl. 


© W—— ͤö— 


-——- —„— . — 


— 


wb 
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Anl. Yes, without it be a Fool, and they 

oy but Se 
ell ES a0 wer dome 
how you come by that mourning Noſe, I will. 

Mary, Fldoit, | Gentleman has a paffionate De 

George, 8 4 2 - 
fire to kiſs — 

Sir Goo. Oh, I honour Men of the Sword; and I pre- 
fume this Gentleman is lately come from Spain or Portagal 
n Sir George ſprong from civil 

* 0 , mine avi 

£m laſt Night into the Groom Porter's —t 

— * ten Guinea with a fort of a, 

2— kind of a Milk-Sop p, as I thought: A Pox of the 

— 12 — out, and my Pockets being empty, as Charles 

knows they imes are, he 8 a ſurly North- Briten, 
and broke my Face for my Deficiency 

Sir Geo. ! ha! and did not — 9. 

Marpl. Draw, Sir, why, I did — Hand upon 
my Sword to make a ſwift Retreat, 2 85 roar d out, 
Now the Deel a ma Sol, Sir, gin ye touch yer Steel, Iſe 
whip mice throv Þ yer Wen. 

Sir Gen. Ha, Ea, ha 

Cha. Ha, ha, ha, . ſo you walk d 
off, [ fuppoſe. 

Marpl. Yes, for I avoid fighting, purely to- be ſeryſce · 
44 888 1 

Sir Geo. Your Friends are much obliged to 
Rope you'll rank me in that Number. . 
42 Sir George, 4. — from the Side Box, or m be 

in your Chariec, me 

Sir Ges. T. ifles, — A. 

Cha. ora y command you— 

Marpl. Me! why — — 
E of the reigning 
1 em you are the fineſt Gentle · 


Sir Geo. No, no, prithee let me alone to tell the Ladies 
my Parts—can you convey a Letter upon occaſion, or de- 
9 n Air of ane Hal 
„ 
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Sir Geo. You know Miranda. 

Marpl. What, my Sifter Ward? Why, her Guardian is 
mine, we are Fellow Sufferers: Ah! he is a covetous, cheat- 
ing, ſanctify d Curmudgeon ; that Sir Francis Gripe is a 


Cha. I ſuppoſe Friend, you forget that he is my Father 

Marpl. I aſk your Pardon, Charles; but it is for your Sake 
I hate him. Well, I fay, the World is miſtaken in him, his 
Out- de Piety makes him every Man's Executor; and his 
Infide Cunning, makes him every Heir's Jaylor. Egad, 
Charles, Pm half pe ſuaded that thou'rt ſome Ward too, 
and never of his getting: For thou art as honeft a Debau- 
chee as ever cuck Men of Quality. 

Sir Geo. A pleaſant Fellow. a 

Cha. The is diverting ſometimes, or there would 
be no enduring his Impertinence : He is preſũng to be em- 
ploy'd, and willing to execute, but ſome ill Fate generally 
— undertakes, and he oſtner ſpoils an Intrigue 

an helps it— 

Marpl. If I mi „ 'tis none of my fault, I follow my 
E 2 miſcarry my my 

Cha. Yes, witneſs the Merchant's Wife. 

Margl. Piſh, Pox, that was an Accident. 

Sir Geo. What was it, prithee ? 

Cha. Why you muſt know, I had lent a certain Merchant 
my hunting and was to have met bis Wife in his 
Abſence: Sending him along with my Groom to make the 
Compliment, to deliver a Letter to the Lady at the 
fame Time; what does he do, but gives the Huſband the 
Letter, and offers her the Horſes. 

Marpl. | remember you was even with me, for you de- 
ny'd the Letter to be yours, and ſwore I had a Deſigu u- 
on her, which my Bones paid for. 

Cha. Come, Sir George, let's walk round, if you are not en- 
d. for I have ſent my Man upon a litile earneſt uſineſ. 
I have order d him to bring me the Anſwer into the Park, 
Buſineſs, and I not know it! Egad Fll watch hip .. 
Sir Geo. I muſt beg your pardon, Charles, I am to mect 
your Father, . f 

Cha. My Father ! | 

Sir Geo. Ay! and about the oddeſt Bargain perhaps you 
eves heard of; but Fl not impget till I know as 
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Marpl. What can his Buſineſs be with Sir Francis ? 
Now would I give all the World to know it ; why the De- 
vil ſhould not one know every Man's Concern! [Ade 

Cha. Proſperity to't whate'er it be, I have private Af- 
fairs too ; over a Bottle we'll compare Notes. 

— Charls knows I love a Glaſs as well as any Man, 


M 
TII e one; ſhall it be to night ? And I long to know 
their Secrets. [ A/rae. 

Exter Whiſper. 

Whi/p. Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patch ſays 1/abinda's Spaniſb Father 
has quite ſpoil'd the Plot, and ſhe can't meet you in the 
Park, but he infallibly will go out this Afternoon, ſhe 
ſays ; but I muſt ſtep again to know the Hour. 

Marpl. What did I hiſper ſay now? I ſtall go flak 
mad, if Pm not let into th Seciet. IA. 

Cha. Curſt Misfortune, come al ng with me, eart 
feels Pleaſure at her Name. Sir George, yours; we'll 
r.e:t at the old Place the uſual Hour. 

Sir Geo. Agreed; Ithink I fee Sir Francis yonder [ Ez. 

Cha. Marg lot, you muſt excuſe me, I am e:1gag'd. Ex-. 

Marzl. Engag'd ! Egad I'll engage my Lite Fll know 
what your Engagement is. [ Exzt. 

Miran. [Coming out of a Chair.) Let the Chair wait: 
My Servant chat dodg'd Sir George, ſaid he was in the Paik. 

Enter Patch. 

Ha! Miſs Patch alcne ! Did not you tell me you had 
contriv'd a Way to bring 1/abinda to the Park? 

Patch. Oh, Madair, your Ladyſhip can't imagine wb at a 
- wretched Diſappointment we have met with: Juſt as I had 

#-ich'd a Suit of my Clothes for Diſguiſe, comes my old Mai- 
ter into his Cloſet, which is ri zht againſt her Chamber-dc or; 
this ſtruck us into a terrible Fright— At length I pi t on a 
grave Face, and aſk'd him if he was at leiſure for his Cho- 
colate, in hopes to draw him out of his Hole; butt e ſnay'd 
my Noſe off; no, I ſhall be bufy here theſe two Hours. 
At which, my poor Miſtreſs feeing no Way of Ef.ape, c- 
dered me to wait on your Ladyſhip with the fad Relation. 
Minas. Uchappy {ſabinda! Was ever ary Thing fo 
unaccountable as tte Humour of Sir Jeaous Traffick ? 

Patch. Oh, Madam, it's his living to long ia Spain ; he 
vows be'l! ſpend balf his Eflate, but he'll be a Parliament- 
Man, on purpoſe to bring in a Bill for Women of + 

, 


The Bus fr Bop v. 13 


Veils, and che other odious Sp Cuſtoms Ile ſwears 
it is the height of Impudence to have a Woman ſeen bare - 


fac d even at Church, and ſcarce believes there's a true be - 
gotten Ch:1d in the City. | 

Miran. Ha, ha, ha, how the old Fool torments himſelf ! 
Suppoſe he could introduce his rigid Rules does he 
5 could not match them in Contrivance? No, no, 
let the Tyrant Man make what Laws he will, if there's a 
Woman under the Government, I warrant ſhe finds a Way 
to b. eak em: Is his Mind ſet upon the Spamard for: his 
Son in law ſtill? : 

Patch.. Ay, and he expects him by the next Fleet, which 
drives his Daughter to Melancholy and Deſpair: But, Ma- 
dam, I find you retain the ſame gay, cheerful Spirit you 
had, when 1 waited on your Ladyſhip —— My Lady is 
mighty good humou d too: and I have found a Way to 
make Sir Jea onſie believe Iam wholly in his Intereſt, when 
my real Deſign is to ſerve her; he makes me her Jaylor, 
aud I ſet her at Liberty. 

Miran. I knew my prolific Brain wou'd be of ſingular 
Service to her, or I had not parted with thee to her Father; 

Patch. But, Madam, the Report is, that you are go- 
ing to mary your Guardian. | 

Miran. It i, neceſſary ſuch a Report ſhould be, Patch. 

Patch. But is it true, Madam ? 

Miran That's not abſolutely neceſſary. 

Patch. 1 thought it was ouly the old Strain, coaxing him 
fill for your own, and railing at all the young Fellows a- 
bout Town: In my Mind, now, you are as ill plagu'dwith 
your Gua dian, Madam, as my Lady is with her Father. 

Aran. No, I have Li „ Wench, that ſhe wants; 
what would ſhe give now to be in 4 in the 

Air, more in Purſuit of the young Fel- 
Jow the likes ; for tha Caſe, 7" ana * 

Patch. As for that, ſhe's even with you; for 
tho” ſhe can't come abroad, we have a way to bring him 
home in ſpight of old Ag. 

Miran. Now, Patch, your Opinion of my Choice, for 
here he comes—Ha ! my Guardian with him: What can 
be the Meaning of this? Pm ſure Sir Francis can't know 
me in this 2 obſerve em. [ They withdraw. 

Enter Sir Francis Gripe, and Sir George Airy. 8 
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Sir Fran. Verily 89 thou wilt repent throwing 
— I for I —_— „Miranda, my 
Charge, does not love a young F ey are all vici- 
ous, and ſeldom make good — in ſober Sadneſs 
ſhe cannot abide em. 

Mirand. ¶ Peeping.) In ſober Sadneſs you are miſtaken 
bat can this mean? 

Sir Geo. Look ye, Sir Francis, whether ſhe can or can- 
not abide young Fellows, is not the Buſineſs ; will you 
take the fifty Guineas ? 

Sir Fran. In good Truth--I will not, for I knew thy Fa- 
ther, he was a hearty wary Man, and I cannot conſent that 
his Son ſhould ſquander away what he ſav'd to no Purpoſe. 

Miran. | Perping. ] Now in the Name of Wonder, what 
can he be driving about me for fifty Guineas ? 
Patch. I wiſh it ben't for the firſt Night's Lodging, 


Sir Geo. Well Sir Francis, fince you are ſo conſcientious 
ay” _y Sake, then permit me the Favour Gratis. 
eeping.] The Favour ! O' my Life, I believe 

3 . Pack. 

Sir Fran. No verily, if thou doſt not buy thy Experi- 
ence, thou wilt never be wiſe ; therefore give me a 
Hundred, and try Fortune. 

Sir Geo. The Scruples aroſe, I find, from the ſcanty Sum 
Let me ſee--ahundred Gui Tales em aut of a Purſe, 
and chinks em.] Ha! they have a very pretty Sound, and a 
very Look—But then, Miranda—But if ſhe 

be cruel 

Miren. [ Peeping.) As Ten to Ore I ſhall —— 

Sir Fran. Ay, do confider on't, ze, he, he, he. 

Sir (ea. No, FN do't. 

Patch. Dot! what, whether you will or no, Madam 2 

Sir Geo. Come to the Point, 63 up 

aper. 


out a P; 
J Ay, tor Heaven's Sake do, for my 
Rack. 


Sir Fran. Well, at your own Peril be it. 

Sir Geo. Ay, ay, go on. 

Sir Fran. [mprimis, you are to be admitted into my 
Houſe, in oder to move your Suit to Miranda, = the 
Pace 
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Space of ten Minutes, without Lett or Moleſtation, pro- 
vided I remain in the fame Room. 
Sir Geo. But out of Ear-ſhot—— 
Sir Fran. Well, well; I don't defire to hear what 
you ſay; Ha, ha, ha, in Conſideration I am to have that 
Purſe and a Hundred Guineas. 

Geo, Take i [ Gives him the Purſe. 
Miran ¶ Peeping.) So, tis well it's no worſe ; III fic 
OL — 


you 

Sir Geo. n 

Sir Fran. Ay, ay, the ſooner the better. Poor Fool, 
how AMirande and I ſhall laugh at him —— Well, Sir 
, Ha, ha, ha, take the laſt Sound of your Guineas, 
ha. [Chia em.] Exit. 
Mira n. | Peeping.) Sure he does not know I am Miranda. 
Sir Geo. A very extraordinary Bargain I have made 
truly, if ſhe be really in Love with this old Cuff 
now Pſha, that's morally impoſſible, but then 
what hopes have I to ſucceed, I never ſpoke to her 

Miran. [ Peeping.) Say you fo ? Then I am fafe. 

Sir Geo. What tho* my Tongue never ſpoke, my Eyes 
faid a thouſand and my Hopes flatter'd me hers 
anfwer'd em. If Fm CD Fon, it is but a Hun- 
dred Gunieas thrown away. 

[Miranda and Patch come forward. 
_— Sir George ? 
Sir — ! my Ircegnito— upon a Woman, Madam. 
M:rax. They are the worſt Things yo * 
the ſooneſt; your very deiroys em, and 
fear you'll never fee your — u, Sir George, Ha, ha. 

Sir Gen. Were they more brittle than China. anddrop'l 
to pieces with a Touch, every Atom of her I have ven- 
tur d at, if ſhe is but Miſtreſs of thy Wit, ballances ten 
times the Sum Prithee let me ſee thy Face. 


Miran. By no Means; that may fpoil your Opinion of 


"Sir Ces, Rater confomit, Madam: 
Patch Lady of your Gallantry, Sir. 
Sir Geo. No, Child, a Diſh of Chocolate in the Morn- 


Moran, Matrimony | Hayhe, ha! What Cries have you 
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committed the God of Love, that he ſhould 
em ſo ſeverely to ſtamp Huſband upon your Forehead ?— 

81 Geo. For my Folly, in having ſo oſten met you 
here, without purſuing the Laws of Nature, and exer- 
ciſing her Command——But I reſolve, e'er we part 
now, to know who you are, where you live, and what 
kind of Fleſh and Blood your Face is ; therefore unmaſk 
and don't put me to the trouble of doing it for you. 

Miran. My Face is the fame Fleſh and Blood with my 
Hand, Sir — which if you'll be ſo rude to provoke —— 

Sir Geo. You'll apply it to my Cheek The Ladies 
Favours are always welcome; but I muſt have that Cloud 
withdrawn. [Taking hold of ber. ] Remember you are in the 
Park, Child, and what a terrible Thing would it be to loſe 
this pretty white Hand ? 
 MAiran. And how will it found in a Chocolate-Houſe 
that Sir George Airy rudely pull'd off a Lady's Maſk when 
he had given her his Honcur, that he never wcu'd directly 
or indirectly, endeavour to know her till ſhe gave him leave ? 

Patch. I wiſh we were ſaſe out. 

Sir Geo. But if that Lady thinks fit to prrſue and meet 
me at every turn, like ſome troubled Spi.3t, ſhali 1 be 
blam'd if I. I into the Reality ? 1 — have no- 
thing diſſatisfied in a Female 

Miran. What ſhall IT do? [Pat. 

Sir Geo. Ay, prithee conſider, for thou ſhalt fiad me 
very much at thy Service. 

Patch. Su „Sir, the Lady ſhould be in Love with you. 

Sir Geo. Oh! Fu return the Obligation in a Moment. 

Patch. And marry her ? 

Sir Geo, Ha, ha, ha, that's not the way to love her Ch Id. 

1 25 It he — me, I ſhall die Which 

Sir Geo. Wel 11 

Miran. I have rp, tis fit you ſhould allow 
ſomething ; if you'll excuſe my Face, and turu your Back 
(if you look upon me, I ſhall — maſk'd : as Tam) I 
will confeſs why I have engaged you ſo often, who I am, 
and where Ihre. 

Sir Geo. Well, to ſhew you I'm a Man of Honour, I 

eccept the Conditions. Let me but once know thoſe, and 

the ace won't be long a Secret to me. 


Patch. 
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Patch. What mean you, Madam ? 

Miran. To get off. 

Sir Geo. 'Tis ſomething indecent to turn one's Back up" 
on a Lady: but you md, and I obey. [Turns hi 
Back.] Come, Madam, — 

Miran. Fi. ſt then it was my unhappy Lot to ſee you at 
Paris, | Draws back a little while and ſpeaks] at a Ball up- 
on a Bi:th Day; your Shape and Air c arm'd my Eyes; 
your Wit and Complaiſance my Soul ; and from that fa. 
tal Night I lov'd you [ Drawing back. J 

And when you lt the Place, Grief ſciæ d me fo, 

No Re my Heart, no Sleep my Eyes cou d know. 

Laſt I refolov'd a hazardous Point to try, 

And guit the Place in ſearch of Liberty. xit. 

Sir Geo. Excellent——1I hope ſhe's — — ell, 
now, Madam, to the other two Things: Vour Name, and 
where you oe ? I am a Gentleman, and this Confeſ- 
ſion will not be loſt upon me. — Nay, prithee don't weep, 
but go on for I find my Heart melts in thy Behalf — 
ſperk quickly or I thall turn about—Not yet Poor Lady, 
ſhe expects I ſhovld comfort her; and to do her Juttice, 
ſhe has ſaid enough to encourage me. [Turns abeut.] Ha! 
gone! The Devil, jilted ? Why , Vhat a Tale has _ in 
vented—of Pars: „ Balls, and Birth days. —Egad F'd 
ten Guineas to.know who the Giphe is —A Curſe 
Folly—!I deſerve to loſe her: What Wenn een flronien 
« that turns his Back ! 

> | pode Var, 

0 conquer take the right and fwifteft N. 

The boldeft Lever foone Jeon] gain the FE, 8 

As Courage makes the rudeſ Force obey.. 

Take no Denial, and the Dames adore ye 


Chic purſue then, and they fall before you. 
The End of the Fi ſt Act. 
ACT UII 
Enter Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda. 


Sir Fran. A, ha, ha, ha, ha, ba. 


S 
* 


— 


1 r 
* 
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r 
Ha, ha? What the odious young Fop mean? A 
hundred Pieces to talk an Hour with me Ha, ha. 

Sir Fran. And I am to be by too ; there's the Jeſt : 
Adod, if it had been in private, I ſhould not have car'd 
to truſt the young Dog. 

Miran. I and indeed, but you might, Gardy—— 
Now methinks there's Nobody handſomer than you : So 
neat, fo clean, ſo good humour'd and fo loving 

Sir Fran. Pretty Rogue, pretty Rogue; and fo thou ſhalt 
find me, if thou doſt prefer thy Gardy before theie Caperers 
of the Age ; thou ſhalt out-ſhine the Queen's Box on a 
Opera Night ; thou ſhalt be the Envy of the Ring (for I 
will carry thee to Hyde-Park) and thy Equipage ſhall ſur- 
paſs the what—d'ye call em, Ambaſſadors. 

Miran. Nay, I am ſure the diſcreet Part of my Sex will 
envy me more for the inſide Furniture, when you are in 


it, than my outſide Equi 
|» RN faith thou art, and a 


Sir Fran. A cunnin 
wiſe one too ; and to thee thou haſt not choſe amiſs, 
PII this Moment diſinherit my Son, and ſettle my whole 
Eſtate upon thee. 

Miran. There's an old Rogue now: Ef cap bay Gardy, 
F would not have your Name be fo black in the World— 
You krow my F s Will runs, that I am not to poſſeſs 
my Eftate without your Conſent, till Pm five and twenty ; 

u ſhall only abate the odd ſeven Years, and make me 
Miftref of my Eftate To-day, and Pll make you Mafter of 
my Perſon To-morrow. | 

Sir Fran. Humpb? that may not be ſaſe— No, Cbargy, 
Pl fe:tle it upon thee for Piz-money ; and that will be 
every bit as well, thou know'ft. 

Miran. Unconfcionable old Wretch, bribe me with 


_ own Money--Which way ſhall I getout of his Hands! [A 


my 

Sir Frax. Well, what art thou thinking on, my irl, 
ha ? How to banter Sir ? 

Mc... I muſt not L Rh — 4,4 

ongue too well : .] No, Gardy, I have thoug 

away will 4 more han I cou'd fay, if I 

ſhou'd talk to him ſeven Years. 


Sir Fra. How's that? Oh ! Pm tranſported, I'm ra- 
Miran. 


viſh'd, Pm mad 
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Miran. It wou'd make you mad, if you knew all, Ae] 
Pl not anſwer him a Word, but be b to all he ſays — 
Sir Fran. Dumb, good; Ha, ha, ha, Excellent, ha, ha. 
I think I have you now, Sir e ; dumb! he'll go diſ- 
tracted Well, ſhe's the wittieſt Rogne—Ha, ha, Junb! 
I can but h, ha, ha, to think how damn'd mad he'll 
be when he he has given his Money away for a 
dumb Show. Ha, ha, ha. 
Miran. Nay, Gard), if he did butknow my of 
him, it would make him ten times madder : Ha, ha, ha. 
Sir Fran. Ay, fo it wou'd, Chargy, to hold him in ſuch 
Deriſion, to ſcorn to anſwer him, to be dumb! Ha, ha, ha, ha. 
Enter Charles. 
Sir Fran. How now Sirrah ! Who let you in ? 
Cha. My — 92 — 3 
Sir Fran. Sir, your Neceſſities are impertinent, 
ought to have ſent before they —_ | 
Cha. Sir, I knew twas a Word wou'd gain Admit:ance 
no where. 
Sir Fran. Then, Sirrah, how durſt you rudely thruſt 
that upon your Father, which Nobody elſe would admit ? 
Cha. Sure the Name of a Son is a faſfcient Plea. I aft 
this Lady's Pardon if I have intruded. 
* Sir Fran. Ay, A Tp ad Pardon and her Bleſſing too, 
expect me. 
— 1 * Sir Francis, in a Purſe of Gui - 
neas, would be more material. Yeur Son may have Bufi- 
neſs with you, Pl retire. 
Sir Fran. I gueſs his Duſineſs, but II difpatch him; I 
expect the Knight every Minute: You'll be ina Readineſs ? 
Mir an. Certainly! My Expectation is more upon the 
Wing than yours, old Gentleman. [ Exit. 
Sir Fran. Well Sir! 
Ch. Nay, it is very ill, Sir; my Circumftances are, I'm fure. 
Sir Fran. And what's that to me, Sir? Your Manage- 
ment ſhou'd have made them better. 


Ch. If r 
Fr — ſhall endeavour it, Sir. 

Sir Fran. Whattoſet apona Card, and buy a Lady's Fa- 

vour at the Price of a thouſand Pieces, to rig out an Equi- 

for a Wench, or by your Carelefſneſs enrich your 

L reward o fe fr Steiff or put op for Parliament Man. 
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Cha. I I ſhould not ſpend ĩt this way; However, 
I aſk 144 Uncle left me ; yours you may 
diſpoſe of as you pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir Fran. That I ſhall, out of your Reach, I aſſure you, 
Sir. Adod theſe young Fellows think old Men get Eltates 
for nothing but them to ſquander away, in Dicing, 
Wenching, Drinking, Drefling, and fo forth. | 

Cha. I think I was born a tleman, Sir! Tm ſure 
my Uncle bred me like one. 

Sir Fran. From which you wou'd infer, Sir, that Gam- 
ing, Whoring, and the Pox, are Requiiites to a Gentleman. 

Cha. Monſtrous! when I would aſk him only for z 
Su „ he falls into theſe unmannerly Reproaches ; I 
muſt, tho” againſt my Will, employ Invention, and by 
Stratagem relieve myſelf. [Alle. 

Sir Fran. Si- rah, what is it you mutter Sirrah, ha ? 
[ Holds up hit Cane] I ſay you ſhan't have a Groat out of 
my Hanes 't'll I pleaſe and may be I Il never pleaſe, 
and what's that to you? 

Cha. Nay, to be robb'd, or have one's I hrcat cut, is 
not mich 

Sir Fraz. What's that, Sizrah ? would ye rob me, or 
cut my Throat, ye Rogue? | 

Cha. Heaven forbid, Sir, ——I faid no ſuch Thing. 

Sir Fran. Mercy on me! What a Plague it is to have a 
Son of One and Twenty, who wants to elbow one out of 
one's Life, to edge himſelf into the Eſtate ! 

Enter Marplot. 

Marpl. Egad he's here! was afraid I had loſt him: 
His Secret could not be. with his Father, bis Wants are 
E there — Guardian. — your Servant Charles, I kaow 

y that ſorrowful Countenance of thine, the old Man's Fut 
is as cloſe as his ſtrong Box — But Pll help thee—— 

Sir Fran. So : Here's another extravagant Cox omb, 
that will ſpend his Fortune before he comes to't; but he 
ſhall pay ſwinging Intereſt, and fo let the Fool go cn— 
Well, what! ; =. Neceſſity bring you too, Sir ? 

Marpl. You have hit it, Gua. dian— I want a hundred 
Pound. 

Sir Fran. For what ? 1 5 

Marpl. Po'gh for a hun ings: IL. can't for m 
Life tell you for what, * 

. bas 
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Cha. Sir, I ſuppoſe I have received all the Anfwer I 
am like to have. 

Marpl. Oh, the Devil, if he gets out before me, I 
ſhall! loſe him again. 

Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, and you may be marching as ſoon 

as you pleaſe I muſt ſee a Change in your Temper e er 
find one in mine. 


4 Pray, Sir, diſpatch me; the Money, Sir, Pm in 
ir Pete Fool, take this and go to the Caſhier; I ſhan't 


be long plagu'd with thee. [Gives him a Note. 
Mar pl. Devil take the Cafhier, I ſhall certainly have 
Charles gone before I come back again. [ Runs cut. 


Cha. Well, Sir, I take my Leave—But remember, you 
expoſe an only Son to all the Miſeries of wretched Pover- 
tv, which too often lays the Plan for Scenes of Miſchief. 

Sir Fran. Stay Charles, IJ have a ſudden Thought ccme 
m:o my tHead, may prove to thy Advantage. 

Cha, Ha, does he relent ? | 

Sir Fran. My Lady Wrinkle, worth forty thouſand Pounds, 
{ets up for a handſome young Huſband ; ſhe prais'd thee 
rother Day; tho' the Match- makers can get twenty Gui- 
neas for a Sight of her, I can introduce thee for nothing. 

Cha. My Lady Wrinkle, Sir! why ſhe has but one Eye. 

Sir Fran. Then ſhe'll ee but half your Extravagance, Sir. 

Che. Condemn me to ſuch a Piece of Deformity ! 
Toothleſs, Dirty, Wry-neck'd, Hunch back'd Hag. 

Sir Fran. Hunch-back'c ! ſo much the better, then ſhe 
has a Reſt for her Misfortunes ; for thou wilt load her 
ſwingingly. Now I warrant you think, this is no Offer of 
a Father ; forty thouſand Pounds is nothing with you. 

Cha. Yes, Sir, I think it is tꝰo much; a young beautiful 
Woman with half the Money wou'd be more agreeable. I 
thank you, Sir; but you choſe better or you. {e.f, I find. 

Sir Fran. Ont cf my Doors, you ; you pretend to 

meddle with rn * 

Cha. Sir. I obey .—— 

Sir Fran. But me no Buts—Be gone, Sir: Dare to aſk 
me for Money again—Refuſe Forty Thouſand Pound ! 
Out of my Doors, I ſay, without Reply. [ Exit. Cha. 

Enter Servant. 


Serv. One Sir George Airy enquires for you, Sir, Enter 


ul 
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Enter running. 
Ha! gone! Is Charles gone, Guardian? 
Sir Fran. Yes; and I defire your wiſe Worſhip to walk 


' Nay, Egad, I ſhall run, I tell you but that. Ah, 
Fox of the Caſhier for detaining me fo long, where the 


Now for a Trial of Skill that will make 
1 8 Ha, ha, ha, in my Mind he 
Sir Fran. Well, Sir George 


are the Guines. [Chinks'em] Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Gco. Not if they were twice the Sum, Sir Francis : 
"Therefore be brief, call in the Lady, and take your Poſt— 
if ſhe's a Woman, and not ſeduced by Witchcraft to this 
old Rogue, Fil make his Heart ake; for if ſhe has but one 
Grain of Inclination about her, I'll vary a thouſand Shapes, 
but find it. | [Alu. 

Enter Miranda. 

Sir Fran. Agreed Miranda. There Sir George, try 
your Fortune. ¶ Tales out his March.] 

Sir Geo. So _ mn Comgrs ores Go tun. 

Diſpels the Clouds, Vales below. 
] — Salutes her. 

Sir Fran. Hold, Sir, Kiſſing was not in our t. 

Sir Geo. Oh! that's by way of Prologue :—Prithee, old 
Mammon, to thy Poſt. 

Sir Fran. Well, young Timon, tis now Four exactly; 
one Hour, remember, is your utmoſt Limit, not a Minute 
more. [ Retires to the Buttom of the Stage. 
1 — Madam, whether you'll e cuſe or blame my 

e, uthor of this raſh P ing depends 
Pleaſure, as alfo the Life of your Admirer; — 
Eyes ſpeak a Heart ſuſceptible of Love; — — 8 
too delicate to admit the Embraces of decay d Mortality. 

Miran. ¶ Afac.] Oh! that I durſt ſpeak 

Sir Geo. Shake of this Tyrant Guardian's Yoke, aſſume 
yourlelf and daſh his bold aſpiring Hopes ; 2 
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of Beauty. See, Madam, a faith 
and to be admitted in the Number 
Mi gives him her Hand to raiſe bim. 


Guts. 
Sir Fran. [Going back] A 
Sir Geo. Not me! per 
too grave: Pll be more free—Can you be ſo unconſciona- 
ble, to let me ſay all theſe fine things to you with- 
out one ſingle Compliment in Return? View me well, 
am I not a proper handſome Fellow, ha? > Jong 
that old, dry, wither'd fapleſs Log of Sixty-five, to the vi- 
gorous, gay, ſprightly Love of Twenty-four ? With ſnor- 
ing only he'll awake thee, but I with raviſhing Delight 
would make thy Senſes dance in Conſort with the joyful 
Minutes— Ha ! Not yet ? Sure ſhe is damb—Thus wou'd 
I fteal and touch thy beauteous Hand, [Takes hold of her 
Hand, I till by degrees I reach'd thy Breaſts, then 
raviſh Kiſſes thus. [ Embraces ber in the Ecſtaſy. 
Mira. [ Struggles ard flings from him.) O Heavens | I 
ſhall not be able to contain myſelf. [ Aide. 
Sir Fran. | Running up with his Watch in his Hand.) Sure 
ſhe did not ſpeak to him There's three Quarters of an 
Hour gone, Sir George—Adod, I don't like thoſe cloſe 
Conference 


y minded Fellow . 
ſhe thinks my Addreſs 


Sir Geo. More t will have it, Sir, 
1 PR n 
ir Fran. [Going back.] no, you ſhan't have her 
neither. Afid:. 


Sir Geo. Dumb fill—Sure this old Dog has enjoir? her 
Silence; I'll try another Way—1 muſt conclude, Madam, 
that in Compliance to your Guardian's Humour, you re- 
fuſe to anſwer me--Confider the Injuſtice of his Injunction. 
This fingle Hour coſt me a hundred Pound—and would 
= me, I could purchaſe the Twenty-four fo : 

„Madam, you muſt give me leave to make the 
beſt In jon I can for m „and take the In- 
dication of your Silence for the ſetret Liking 0 
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Therefore, Madam, I will inſtruct you how tokeep your 
Word inviolate to Sir Francis, and yet anſwer me to 


Queſtion : As for Example, when I aſk any Thing to whi 
you would reply in the Affirmative, gently nod your Head 
— thus ; and when in the Negative, thus; | Shakes his 
Head] and in the Doubtful, a tender Sigh, thus. [Sighs. 
Miran. How every Aton chame me = bet BY fit 
bim for Signs, I warrant him . 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ha, poor Sir George, Ha, ha, 1275 
Sir Geo. Was it by his Deſire that you are dumb, 
dam, to all that I can fay ? 
Miran. [ Nods.| 
Sir Ges. Very well! ſhe's traftable, I find—And is it 
poſſible that you can love him! Miraculous! [Miran. 2%. 
Pardon the Bluntneſs of my Queftions; for my Time is 
ſhort; may I not hope to ſupplant him in your Eſteem ? 
TMiran. fg4:.] Good, ſhe anſwers me as I could wiſ 
You'll not covſert to marry him then? [Miran. Ag.] 
How! doubtful in that—Undone again—Humph ] but 
that may proceed from his Power to keep her out of her 
Eſtate till Twenty-five ; I'll try that: Come Madam, I 
cannot think you heſitate on this Affair out of any Motive 
but your Fortune Let him keep it till thoſe few Years 
are expired; make me happy with your Perſon, let him 
enjoy your Wealth Miran. Holt up ber Hands.) Why, 
what Sign is that now ? Nay, nay, Madam, except you 
obſerve my Leſſon, I can't underſtand yopr Meaning 
Sir Fran. What a Vengeance, are they talking by 
Signs! ad I may be fool'd here ; what do you mean, Sir 
George ? 
Sir Geo. To cut your Throat, if you dare mutter ano- 
ther Syllable. 
Sir Fran. Od! I wiſh he were fairly out of my Houſe. 
Sir Geo. Pray, Madam, will you anſwer me to the Pur- 
ſe? [Miran. Sales ber Head, and points to Sir Franc i-] 
t! does ſhe mean ſhe won't anſwer me to the Purpoſe, 
or is ſhe afraid yon old Cuff ſhou'd underſtand her Signs ? 
Ay it muſt be that; I perceive, Madam, you are too 
five of the Promiſe you have made to follow my 
Rules; therefore Pl _—_— your Mind, and anſwer for 
you——Firft, for myſelf, Madam, that Iam in Love with 


you 
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infallible Truth. Now for you : [Tru on he” 
J Indeed, Sir, and may I believe it ?—As certainly, 
i Tight, or that I die if you perfiſt 
in Silence—Blefs me with the Muſic of your Voice, and 
raiſe my Spirits to their proper Heaven : Thus low let me 
intreat ; e er Pm oblig d to quit this Place, grant me ſome 
Token of a favourable Reception to keep my Hopes alive. 
[ Ariſes haſtily,” turns on her Side.] Riſe, Sir, and fince my 
Gnardian'”s Preſence will not allow me Privilege of Tongue, 
read that, and reſt aſſured you are not indifferent to me. 
[Offers ber a Leiter.) Ha! right Woman ! But no [ fe 
ſtrikes it daun] matter, PII go on. 
Sir Fran. Ha ; what's that a Letter—Ha, ha, ha, thou 
art baulk'd. 
Miran. The beſt Aſſurance I ever ſaw. [.4 
_ Ha! a Letter! Oh! let me kiſs it with the lame 
ptures that I would do the dear Hand that touch'd it. 
(Oper) Now for a quick Fancy, and a long Ex! — 
hat's here ? | Reads.) Dear Sir George, this 
„% Muſe I conſecrate to you, which when os cence ike 
«« Addition of your Voice, "twill charm me into a Deſire 
«« of Liberty to love, which you, and only you can fix.” 
My Angel! Oh you tranſport me ! [Kiſſes the Letter.) And 
ſee the Power of your Command; the God of Love has 
= the Verſe —_ + ; the flowing Numbers dance into a 
Tune, and Pm inſpir'd with a Voice to ſing it. 
22 ay — art inſpir'd with — 
s.] 
Great Love inſpire lim; 
Say I admire him. 
Give me the Lover 
T hat can diſcover 
Secret Devotion 
From fileat Marion; 
ö ray 
But hence con vey 
Sir Geo. [Taking bold of " Miranda.] With all my Heart, 
this Moment let's retire. [Sir Francis coming up bait 
Sir Fran. The Hour is expur'd, Sir, and you muſt take 
your leave. There, my Girl, there's the Huodred P 3 
which thou has won; N be with you preſently, Ha, 
ha, ha, ha. Exit Miranda. 
Sir Geo. Ads-heart, Madam, you won't icave me j in, 
the Nick, will you ? B 


Hi 
K 
SE 
F 
af 
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Sir. Fran. Ha, ha, ha, ſhe has nick d Sir George, 1 
think, Ha, ha, ha ! Have ye any — hated Frank > 
throw away upon Courtſhip, Ha, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. He, he, he, he, a Curſe of your flecring Jefts— 
Vet, however ill I ſucceded, I'll venture the fame Wager, 
the does not value thee a of Snuff ;—Nay more, 


5 


Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha, did not I tell thee thou would'ft re- 
1 Did not I ſay, ſhe hated young Fellows, 
„a, 

Sir Geo. And Pm poſitive ſhe's not in Love with Age. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, no matter for that, Ha, ha, ſhe's not 
taken with your Youth, nor your Rhetoric to boot, ha, ha. 

Sir Geo. Whate'er her Reaſons are for diſliking of me, I 
am certain ſhe can be taken with nothing about thee. 

Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ha; how he ſwells with Envy—Poor 
Man, poor Man— Ha, ha; I muſt beg Pardon, Sir 
_ Miranda will be impatient to have her ſhare of 


Sir Geo. With all my Heart, Faith—T ſhall in my 
turn too—PFor if you dare marry her, old Belzebub, you 
would be cuckolded moſt egregiouſly : Remember that and 
tremble 


She that to Age her beauteous 4 —— 
Then if therrt grand — woke Miranda's Bed, 


Aftzon's Herns ſhe man ſhall crown thy Head, [FExit. 
Sir Fran. Ha, ha, ba; 1 at 
T be/e fluitering Top- imagine they can wind, 
82323 
Preef of WW; , 
Os Men are So Men — 
The frugal Hund can Bills at Sight defray, | 
When he that laviſh is, has nought to pay. Exit. 
SCENE changes te Sir Jealous Traffick's Houſe. 
Sir Jaa. What in the Balcony again, 
my poſitive Commands to the contrary !.— Why don't you 
write a Bill on your Forehead, to ſhow Paſſengers there's 
+amething to be leu La. 
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Sir Jaa. No, Mi tis your hi luſty, rambling, 
rampant Ladies—that are er. gh the Vapours : 
*tis Ratifia, Perſteo, Cinnamon, Citron, and Spirit 
of „ cauſe ſuch poo by the Brain, that 
Carries many a Guinea full tide to the Doctor. But you 
= + ned 1 no Galloping abroad, no re- 
ceiving Viſits at home ; for in our Country, the Wo- 
men are-as dangerous as the Men. 

Patch. So I told her, Sir; and that it was not decent to 
be ſeen in a But ſhe threatned to ſlap my Chaps, 
and told me, I was her Servant, not her Governeſs. 

Sir Fea. Did ſhe ſo ? But I'll make her to know that you 
are her Duexna : Oh that incomparable Cuſtom of Spaix / 
Why here's no depending upon old Women in my Country 
they are as wonton at Eighty, as a Girl of Eighteen ; 
and a Man may as fafely truſt to A is Tranſlation, as to 
ain 
Or to the Spaniſs Ladies Veiles and Duexnas, for the 
Safeguard of their Honour. 

Sir Fea. Dare to ridicule the cautious Conduct of that 
wiſe Nation, and Þ Il have you lock'd up this Fortnight 
without a Peep-hole. 
Ia. If we had but 


fauntring Coxcomb, with no- 
thing 
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e 
der Arms, to into my Eftate—But I'll 5 
„ gt OO 

Patch. „ Sir, I wiſh you 
elſe in this Aﬀarr; I lead 2 Lite like a Dog, with obeying 
— 1 ans Come, Madam, will you pleaſe to be 
op 

1a. Ay, to enjoy more Freedom than he is aware of. 
LA. [Exit with Patch. 

Sir Jen. I believe this Wench is very true to my Intereſt : 
I am happy I met with her, if I can but keep my Daughter 
from being blown upon till Signior Babinetto arrives; who 
ſhall marry her as ſoon as he comes, and carry her to Spain 
as ſoon as he has married her; ſhe has a pregnant Wit, and 
Pd no more have her an Ex Wife than the Grand Sig- 


nior's Miſtreſs. [ Exit. 
Enter Whiſper.” 
Vi. So, I ſaw Sir Jealous go out; where ſhall I find 
Mrs. Patch now ? 


Enter Patch. 

Patch. Oh Mr. Whiſper / my Lady faw out at the 
Window, and order'd me to bid you fly, and let your Maſ- 
ter know 2 . R 8 

Whi/p. ſpeak ſoftly ; : But e, 
Mrs. Fach, ſhall not you and I 4 liede Confabulativn, 
when my Maſter and your Lady are engag'd ? 

Patch. Ay, ay, Farewel. Goes in and ſhuts the Door. 

Re-enter Sir Jealous Traffick, meeting Whiſper. 

Sir Fea. Sure whilſt I was talking with Mr. Tradewel, I 
heard my Door clap. bg Ws.) Ha! a Man lui king 
about my Houſe ; who do you want there, Sir ? 

Whiſp. Want——want, a pox, Sir Jealous / what muſt 


I 
Y a Letter or Meſſage for 
EIT mon fm ap ience this is ſome He 
w 


Whiſp. Letter or M „Sir! 
Sir Tea. Ay, Letter or Meſſage, Sir. 
Whi/p. No, not I, Sir. 
Sir Feal. Sir:ab, Sirrah, ll have you ſet in the Stocks, 
if you don't tell me your Buſineſs immediately. 
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Nis. Nay, Sir, my Buſineſs is no matter of Bu- 
fineſs neither; and yet tis Bufineſs of Conſequence too. 

Sir Feal. Sirrah, don't trifle with me. 

Whiſp. Trifle, Sir | have you found him, Sir? 

Sir Fea/. Found what, you Raſcal ? 

Whijp. Why Trifle is the very Lap-Dog my Lady loſt, 
Sir; I fancy'd I faw him run into this Houſe. Pm glad you 
have him——Sir, my Lady will be overjoy'd that I have 
found him. | 

Sir Jeal. Who is your Lady, Friend? PR * 

Whiſp. My Lady Love- Puppy, Sir, then prithee carry thy- 
ſelf to 4 * I know no other Whelp that belongs to her; 
and let me catch you no more Puppy-hunting abcut my 
Doors, leſt 1 have you preſt into the Service, Sirrah. 

Whiſp. By no means, Sir---Your humble Servant; I muſt 
watch whether he goes, or no, before I can tell my 1. 

Exit. 
88 This Fellow has the officious Leer of a Pimp ; 


and I ſuſpect a Deſign, but Ell be them betore 
they think on me, 1 w2r7ant *em. _ [Exit. 
SCENE, Charles's Lodpings. 


. Enter Charles and Marplot. 

Cha. Honeſt Marplor, I thank thee for this Supply: 1 
expect my Lawyer with a Thouſand Pound I have order'd 
him to take up, and then you ſhall be repaid. 

_— pho, no more of that: Here comes Sir 


Curſedly out of honiour 1 ent ; ſee 
out jour at his Di intment ; ſee how he 
looks ! Ha, ha, ha. ro 

Sir Geo. Ah, Charles, I am fo humbled in my Pretenfions 
to Plots upon Women, that I believe I ſhall never have 


to a Chamber-Maid again---- II 
8 — * 


Cha. Ha, ha; III you the Relation, by tellin 
——Impatient to o_ our Buſineſs with my Father, 
when I faw "> eater 3 hs fine; led. <3 nem Room, - 
where I over heard every Syllable. 

Sir Geo. That I faid——But PII be hang'd if you heard 
9982 i rn 

Cha. weed pn r one; but Marple can in- 
form you better, if you'll 


allow him a Judge. Marpl. © 
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Marp!. A Fool ! TI juſtify the has more Wit than all the 
reſt of her Sex pu — why ſhe'll rally me till I hart 
one Wo. d to fa 

Che, d whey ee l., wn en 

Marpl. There muſt be ſome Trick in't, Sir George: 
Egad Pl find it out, if it colt me the Sum you paid for't. 
Sir Geo. Do, and command me 
 Maryl. . Enough, let me alone to trace a Secret—— 

iſper, and /peaks to his Maſter. 
The Devil! Whiſeer here again, t Fellow never ſpeaks 
out; Is this the fame, 2 Sir George, won't 
you aſk Charles what News H%:i/per brings ? 

Sir Geo. Not I, Sir; 1122 

Marel. Lord, lord, how little Curioſity ſome P bebe 
hare! Now my chief Pleaſure le in knowing everybody 

Sir Geo. I Charles, thou haſt fome En t 
upon thy Heads ian Bnfineſs too. Ie, if it 
fall in your way to bring me any Intelligence from Mrrax- 
4, you'll find me at the Thatch'd Houſe at Six 

Marpl. You do me much Honour. 

Cha. You guek right, Sir George, wiſh me Succeſs. 

Sir Geo. Better than attended me. Adieu. [Exir. 

Cha. Marpl. you muſt excuſe me 


8 „ 


dee 


Gen 1 "tis and I will go to 
— 1 2 Duel, go 


Cha. "Well, but it no Duel, conſequently no Danger, 
Therefore 1 


it a Miſtreſs then ? —— Mum —— You 
know I can be filent upon Occaſion. 
Cha. I wiſh you could be civil too: I tell you, you nei- 
ther muſt nor ſhall go with me. Farewel. Exit. 
Marpl. Why then-—I muſt and will follow you. Lit. 


The End of the Sec ACT. 


ACT 


* 
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Cha. 


Y 
Footmen throng to tell the 
in; no ceremonious Viſit makes the Lover wait; no Rival 
to give my Heart a Pang: Who would not ſcale the Win- 
dow at Midnight without Fear of the jealous Father's Piſtol, ' 
rather than fil the Train of a Coquet, where every 
Minute he is joſtled out of Place? [ Knocks fofth.] Mrs. 
Patch, Mrs. Patch / 

Enter Patch. 


Patch. Oh, are you come, Sir ? All's ſafe. 


Enter Marplot. 

Marpl. There he goes: Who the Devil lives here? Ex- 
cept I can find out that, I am as far from knowing his Bu- 
ſineſs as ever; Gad T'll watch, it may be a Bawdy Houſ ,- 
and he may have his throat cut; if there ſhou'a be ary 
Miſchief, I can make Oath he went in. Well, Charles, iu 
ſpight of your Endeavour to keep me out of the Secre:, I 
may fave your Life for aught I know : At that Corner III 
plant myſelf, there I ſee whoever goes in, or comes 
out. Gad, I love Diſcoveries. [ Exite 


SCENE draws, Charles, Iſabinda and Patch. 
1/a. Patch look out ſharp ; have a care of Dad. 
Patch. I warrant you. , 
Jab. Well, Sir, if I may 

51 t to believe you ſincere; for you venture 
7 when you come to ſee me. 

Cha. If you'd conſent, whilft the furious Beaſt is abroad, 
Id free you from the Reach of his Paws. 

Lab. That would be but to void one Danger by running 
into another; like poor Wretches who fly the burning Ship, 
and meet their Fate in the Water. Come, come, Charles, 
I fear if I conſult my Reaſon, Confinement and Plenty is 
better than Liberty and Starving. I know you'd make the 
Frolic pleaſing for a little Time, by ſaying and doing a 
world of tender Things ; but when our ſmall Subſtance is 

45 34 . exhauſted 
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fancy not; methinks my Heart has laid 
a Stock will laſt for Life ; to back which, 
thouſand Pound my Uncle d Eftate ; that ſurely wi 
„„ IT | 

Lab. There's no tuſting to that, my Friend 3 1 don 
your Father will carry his amour 10 the Grave, and wine 
till he ſees me ſettled in Spain 

Cha. And can ye 22 reſolve to ſtay till chat 

curs'd Don arrives, and ſuffer that Youth, Beauty, Fire, and 
Wit to be facrific'd to the Arms of a dull Spaniard, to be 
immur'd, and forbid the Sight of any thing that's Human ? 

Jab. No, when it comes to the Extremity, and no Stra- 
tagem can relieve us, thou ſhalt lift for a Soldier, and I'll 
carry thy Kn k aſter thee. 

Cha. Bravely refolv'd ; the World cannot be more ſava 
than our Parents, and Fortune generally aſlifts the 
therefore conſent now : Why ſhould we put it We 
Hazard ? Who knows when we 3 
tunity ? 

1b, Oh, have Ladder of Ropes, 1 
ard 2 Cloſer Window ftands juſt where it 4 1240 1 
han't forgot to write in Characters, Patch will find a way 
tor our Aſſignations. Thus much of the $ . 
my Father's Severity has taught me, I Rd kin 6 tho” I 
hate the Nation, cm pa theſe Affairs. 


Patch. Oh, OT, Mader 
Che. Oh, the Devil, would I had 


thapght you had ted bath ne Tag th 
e not 3 WARY, Why, 
whe whe. were In his CIP 


Jab. Ol. ! for Heaven's fake ! don't go that way » you'll 
meet him full in the Teeth : Oh, unlucky —.— 


Cha. Adſheart, can you ſhut me into no Cupboad, ram 
me into a Cheſt, ha ? 


Patch. Impoſſible, Sir, he ſearches every Hole in the 
Houſe: 


Jad. Undone for ever ! if he ſees you, I ſhall never ſee 


you more. 
Patch. I have thought on it: Run you to your Chamber, 


Madam ; and, Sir, come you with me, Im certain 
you may eafily get down frem and Cha. 


2 the Street. 


9 
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Cha. My Life, Adieu Lead on, Guide. Exit. 
Hab. Heaven preſerve him. Exit. 

SCENE changes to the Street. 


Enter Sir Jealous, with Marplot behind him. 

Sir Teal. I don't know what's the matter, but I have a 
ſtrong Suſpicion all is not right within; that Fellow's ſaun- 
tring about my Door, and tis Tale of a Puppy had the 
Face of a Lye methought. By St. ago, if I ſhould find a 
Man in the Houſe, Pd make Mince- of him — }_ 

Ah, poor Charl;—ha ? Egad he is old I 
fancy I might bully him, and make Charles have an Opi- 
nion wy Courage. 

Sir Feal. My own Key ſhall let me in, I'll give them no 
Warning. [ Feeling for his Key. 

Marpl. What's that you ſay, Sir? 

{ Going up to Sir Jealous, 

Sir Jeal. What's that to you, Sir? ¶ Turns quick upon him. 

Marpl. Yes, tis to me, Sir: for the Gentleman 15 — 
threaten is a very honeit Gentleman. Look to't ; for if he 
comes not as ſaſe out of your Houſe as he went in, I have 
half a dozen Myrmidons hard by ſhall beat it about your Ears. 
2. What is he in then ? Ah! a Com- 

ination to me Ill Myrmidon you, ye Dog, 
| Thieves, Thieves ! * * 

[Beats Marplot all the while be cries Thie ue! 
Marp!. Murder, Murder; I was not in your Houſe, Sir. 
Enter Servant. 

Serv. What's the matter, Sir? 

Sir Jral. The matter, Raſcal ! Have yoa let a Man into 
my ; but I' flea him alive; follow me, ll not 
leave a Mouſe-hole unſearch'd ; if I find him, by St /igo 
IIl equip him for the Opera. 

Marpl. A Duce of his Cane, there's no truſting to Age 
What ſhall I do to relieve Charies ? E I'll raiſe the. 
Neighbourhood Murder, Murder—{ C - 2 * 
an him from the Balcony.} Charles, faith I'm glad to 
rf 

Cha. A Pox of your Bawling : How the Devil came you 


here ? 

M. Here! I have done vou a piece of Service; 
—— 828. 
gone in, was 


the Gentleman that 
Bs * Che. 


— 


e 
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Was it that told him Sir? ing hold of him. 

1 cp thee into $0 (Ex Charts 
into other 


enq never leave 

AA, til it ſqueez'd out of my ? Idare 

follow him now, my Blood, he's in ſuch a Paſſion 

— Pl to Miranda ; if I can diſcover aught that may o- 
ir George, it may be a . 

Emer Sir Jealous and Servants. ; 


Feal. Are you ſure you have ſearch'd where ? 
- Yes, from the T of ho habe te trnam. 


1/ab. Bleſs me! what's the Matter, Sir? 
Sir Zeal. You know beſt—Pray where's the Man that 
was here juſt now ? 
eee. 
arch. Nor you in me; do you 
think I wou'd let a Man come within theſe Doors, when 
you are abſent ? 


| — 
I/ab. And with what Induſtry 


Babruetto, 
ſhall I avoid him, 1 
7 — 
baulk'd my coming, 
NY foe if we 
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Jab. Who cou'd that Scout be which he talks of? 
Patch. Nay, I can't imagine, without it was M hiſper. 

Lab. Well, dear Patch, let's employ all our Thoughts 
how to this horrid Don Diego, my very Heart ſinks 
at his terrible Name. 

__ = —_— Carlo ſhall be the Man, 
or the Reputation of Contriving ; and then what's - 
a Chamber-maid for ? 

Lab. Say'f thou fo, my Girl? Then 

Let Dad be jealous, multiply his Cares 

While Love inffruct t me to avoid the Snares; 

e Sow 

How much for Love a Britiſh Maid can do. 


SCENE Sir Francis Gripe's Houſe. 
Sir Francis and Miranda meeting. 

Miran. Well, Gardy, how did I perform the dumb Scene? 
Sir Fran. To Admiration——Thoe dear little Rogue, 
let me buſs thee for it: Nay, adod, I will, Chargee, ſo 
muzzle, and tuzzle, and hug thee, I will, ?faith, I will. 
Hugging and Kiſſing her. 
Miran. Nay, Gardee, don't be fo laviſh ; who would. 

ride Poſt, when the laſts for Life ? 


Sir Fran. Ah wag, ah Il buſs thee again, for that. 
Miran. Faugh ! how he ſtinks of Tobacco! what a de- 
licate Bedfellow I ſhou d have ? [ fide. 
Sir Fran. Oh, I'm ! When, when, my Dear, 


wilt thou convince the World of thy happy Day ? When 


Sir Frax. My Conſent ! What does my Charmer mean? 
Miran. „ tis only a Whim: but F'll have every thing 
fign an authen- 


Act 
my own, to let the idle Fops ſee how much I prefer a Man 
loaded with Years and Wi Sir 


* 
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Sir Fran. Humph! Prithee leave out Years, C. I'm 
not ſo old, as thou ſhalt nd: Adod, Pm young ; s 2 
Caper for ye. [7 mmps. 

Peing olg.— Bar| hall fuſpedt — me, if you 
for bein .—But t me, if 
re fuſe = this Formality. OY * 

Sir Fran. Not love » Chargee! Adod, I do love thee 
better than, than, than, better than—what ſhall I ſay ? Egad, 
better than Mon toe bee IT a. 

Miran. That's m 4 oproveit ; - 

Sir Fran. Well, I will do — provided I bring 
a Licence at the fame Time ? 

Miran. Ay, and a Parſon too, if you pleaſe: Ha, ha, ha, 
T can't help laughirg to think how all the young Coxcombs 
about Tcwn, will be mortified when they hear of our Mar- 


""Eir Iran. So they will, ſo they will; Ha, ha, ha. 
Miran. Well, I fancy 1 ſhall be fo „with my Garde. 
Sir Franz. If wearing Pearls and Jewels, or eating Gold, 

n is can make thee happy, hon bal be fo 

weeieſt, my , ing, Jy IT 1 

A 
Miran. You muſt know, Garde, that I am ſo eager to 

Eave this Buſineſs concluded, that I have employ'd my Wo- 

man's Brother, — is a Lawyer in the Temple, to ſettle Mat- 

ters juſt to iking ; you are to give your Conſent to m 

odd los yeiehdh, you hoods tir dfini, you 
muſt ne Notice of that. So then I will, that is, with 
your Leave, put my Writings into his Hands; then To- 

N on them wh » Wedding that no 

body thuught on ; by which you ſeize me and my Eftate, 

and 1 ſappoſe make a Bonfire of your own AR and Deed. 

I. Nay, Garde, no I refus'd three North- 
ern Lords, two Brerife Peers, and balf a feore Knights, to 

have put in your Ifs ?— 

Sir Fran. So thou haft, indeed, and I will truſt to thy Ma- 
nagement. Od, Pm all of a fire. 
Miran. 'Tis a Wonder thedry Stubble does not blaae. -I 
Exter Marplot. 
Sir Fran. How now, who ſent for you, Sir? What's the 
hundred Pouud gone already? ; 
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Marpl. No, S'r, I dort want Money now. 
Sir Fran. No; that a Miracle! but there's one thing you 
want, I'm fore. 
Marpl. Ay, what's that, Guardian? 
- Sir Fran. Manners: What, had I no Servants without? 


is at preſent . 
Miran. With me, Mr. what is it, Ibeſeech you? 
Sir Fran. Ay, Sir, what is it? Any thing chat relates to 
her may be deliver'd to me. | 


Marpl. I deny that. 

1 Ns 3 proceed; F 
1 , am y therr to ; Fame 
Nye, that you and my moſt conſcionable 8 
fign'd, contriv'd, and to a very ci 
Miran. That I contriv'd it! 

Marpl. Ay you—You faid never a Word againſt it, fo fax 
are 


"Sir From. tell that civil, honeſt, honourable Gentle- 
man, that if he has any more ſuch Sums to fool away, they 
mall be receiv's like the laſt: Ha, ha, ha, ba, chous's, 


y, you won't beat me, will you ? Ha, ha. 
I don't know whether I will or no. 4 
Sir. Fran. Sir. I ſhall make a Servant ſhew you out at the 
"Vindow, if you are faucy. | 
I am your moſt humble Servant, Guardian; I de- 
gu to go out the ſame way | came in. I would only aſk 
this Lady, if the does not think in her Soul Sir Gearge A 
not a fine Gentleman? 

Miran. He dreſſes well. 

Sir Fran. Which is chiefly owing to his Taylor and Vals 


* 


de 


The Bus1iz Bop v. 
Mir an. 0 


Gentleman. be is 
The judicious of the World allow him Wit, 
3 tho” I think he 


Marpl. Yes, Madam ; and 
value it no more—than I wou'd your Ladyſhip, were I 
George, you, you, you—— 

Miran. Oh, don't call Names, I know you love to be 
employ'd, and Pll oblige you, and you ſhall carry him a 
Meſſage from me. 

Marpl. According as I like it: What is it? 

Miran. Nay, a kind one you may be fure—Firſt tell him, 
Thave choſe this Gentleman to have and to hold, and fo forth. 


preſently. 
No faith, I have felt its Twin brother from juſt 

fach a wither'd Hand too lately. 
Miran. One thing more; adviſe him to from the 
Gate on the left Hand; for if be dare to faunter 
about the Hour of Eight, as he uſed to do, he ſhall be 
ſuluted with a Piſtol or Blunderbus. 

Sir Fran. O monſtrous ! why Charges, did he uſe to come 
to the Garden Gate ? 


ways watch'd his comi 


him for his Entrance ell him he ſhall find a warm 


Reception if he this Ni 
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Marpl. Piſtols and Blunderbuſſes! Egad, a warm 
tion indeed; I ſhall take care to inform him of your Ki 
neſs, and adviſe him to keep farther off. 

Miran. I hope he will underſtand my Meaning better, 
than to follow your Advice. — 

Sir Fran. Thou haſt fign'd, ſeal'd, and ta en of 
my Heart for ever, Charger, Ha, ha, ha; and for you, Mr. 
Sauce-Box, let me have no more of your Meſſages, if ever 
you d to inherit your Eftate, Gentleman. 

Marpl. Why there tis now. Sure I ſhall be out of your 
Clutches one day—Well, Guardian, I fay no more; but if 
you be not as errant a Cuckold, as &er drove Bargain u 
the Exchange, or paid Attendance to a Court, Lam the Son 
of a Whetſtone ; and fo your humble Servant. [ Exit. 

Miran. Don't forget the Meſſage ; Ha, ha. 

Sir Fran. I am fo 'd— us well he's 

Miran. Oh mind him not, Cd, but let's gn Articles, 
and then— 

Sir Fran. And then—Adod, I believe I am metamor- 
Phos'd; my Pulſe beats high, and my Blood boils, me- 
thinks Kiſſing and hugging her. 

Miran. Oh fie Gardee, be not fo violent; Conſider the 
Market laſts all the Year—Well, Pl in and ſee if the Law- 
yer be come, you'll follow. =_ 

Sir Fran. Ay, to the World's End, my Dear. Well, 
Frank, thou art a lucky Fellow in thy old Age, to have ſuch 
a delicate Morſel, and Thirty Pound in love with 
thee; I ſhall be the Envy of Batchelors, the Glory of marry'd 
be ads compound fo pre he _— — 

to com ſor ſtate, at diſpatchi 
an Heireſs, but p 
feret i Jupiter Annes. [Exit. 


SCENE to a Tavern; diſcovers Sir George and 
Charles with Wine before them, and Whiſper waiting. 
Sir Geo. „ prithee don't be Charles: Misfor- 
Ws ls Comfort to have a 
3 
Cha. I am only five for 1/abinds, her Father's 
Humour is i 


ſport him to her Undoing, ſhocks my Soul to thank. 


; and how far his Jealouſy may tran- 
Sir 
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Sir Geo. But fince you d undiſcover'd by him, his 
1 quickly laſh into a Calm, never fear it. 

ha. But who knows what that unluckly Dog, Marpler, 
told him; nor can I imagine what brorght him hither 
that Fellow is ever doing Miſchief; and yet, to give him his 
due, he never —＋ 4 45 ſome blundering Adven- 
ture, wherein he thought to his Friendſhip, as he calls 
it; a Curſe on him. 
Sir Geo. Then you muſt forgive him ; what faid he ? 

Cha. Said? nay, I had more mind to cut his Throat, than 
$0 hear his Excuſes. 

Whit 8 * Sir Francis Gripe's jaft 

hiſp. Sir, I faw him go into rancis Gripe's juſt now. 
Cs Oh! hon des chan your Beta, Sir — A 
thouſand to one but he makes fome miſtake there too. 

Sir Geo. Impoſſible, without he huffs the Lady, 
makes Love to Sir Francis. 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. Mr. Marplot is below, Gentlemen, and defires to 
know if he may have leave to wait upon ye. 
. Cha. Ho ci il the Rogue is, when he has done a Fault! 

ir Geo, Ho! Defire him to walk Prithee, Charles, 


— 4 ; ' and be good Com 


592 


N 


told you fo; 5 proſpers 
can I help her having choſe your Father for 


So: There's another of Fortune”s ſtrokes. I ſuppoie 
edg'd out of my Eitate with Twins every Year, let 
'em. 


5 


if 


711 
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: 
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Marpl. Yes, with the Spirit of Contradiction, the rail'd 


at you moſt 
at's no ill Sign. 
Enter Whiſper, with Pen, Ink and Paper. 

Marni. You'd fay it was no good Sign, if you knew all. 
Nes Had 5 let purſue 

ye, Sir George, me warn you, 

your od Haunts more ny be dangerous 

{Charles fs down to write. 
Sir Geo. My old Haunt, what d'you mean! 

Marpl. Why in ſhort then, fince you will have it, Miran- 
Aa vows if you dare approach the en-Gate at Eight a- 
Clock, as you us d, you ſhall be ſaluted with a Blunderbus, 
Sir. Theſe were her Words; nay, ſhe bid me tell you ſo too. 
Sir Geo, Ha! the Garden Gate at Eight, as I us d to do! 
„ Is there ſach a Gate, 

? 
Cha. Yes, yes; it opens into the Park, — 
has made many a Scam 
Geo. an Ha, my Heart 
r My dear Marplor, let 
me embrace thee, thou art my Friend, my better 
What do you mean, Sir George? 


to the Garden Gate, ye dear Rogue, you. 


Marpl. Sow hows tenths 65 be tranſported, Sir G-orge 3 
T have fav'd your Life. * 


Sir Gee. My Life! than haſt fav'd my Soul, Man. Charler, 
it thou doſt not pledge K 


the of Love. 
you take care how you deliver this * 


Cha. Whiſper, be ſure 
[G. ves bim the Letter) briag me the Anſwer to my Lodzings. 
AMA. I warrant you, Sir. 

- Whither does that Letter go Now dare I act 
aſc for my Blood. 
Che. Now Pm for you. 
Sir Geo. Tothe Garden Gate at the Hour of Eight, Chark:y 
_—— 
1 begin to conceive you. | 

Mary!. That's moe than I do, Egad—to the Garden 
Gate, Huzza, [ Drinks. } But I hope you deſigu to keep far 
enough off on't, Sir George. 


Geo. No matter what I mean. — 92 
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Sir Geo. Ay, ay, never fear that; ſhe ſhall ſee I deſpiſe 
her Frowns, let her uſe her Blunderbuſs inſt the next 
Fool, ſhe ſhan't reach me with the Smoak, I warrant her ; 
Ha, ha, ha. 

Ml. Ah, Charls, if you cou'd receive a Di 
Ment thus ex C , one ſhou'd have ſome in 


9 ; 
Cha. The IN | 
82 Nor would I have him; prithee take him along 
* 
Cha. Enough : Marplot you ſhall go home with me. 
Marpl. Pm Jad Ta well with hi however. Sir George, 
yours. Kgad, Clarke afting me to go home with him, 
me a ſkrew'd Suſpicion there's more in the Garden 
than I comprehend. Faith Ell give him the drop, and away 
to Guardians, and find it out. 
Sir Geo. L kifs both your Hands—And now for the Gar. 
den- Gate. 1 "I 
It's Beauty gives the A, ion t 
* 3 poxver ful — Cadmit of Frar. ¶ Exit. 
Thg End of the Third AC T. 
ACT VV. 
SCENE tb. Outfide of Sir Jealous Traffick's Houſe, 
9 
Enter Whiſper. 
Nis. A, Mrs. Patch, this a lucky Minute, to find you 
Fn dp} => pd ds hgh hs 
— om ppt Ho 
— has invited fome Friends to fu with hi 
To-night, which gives an ity to your to 
2 — —— 
Jſabinda receive him; bid him come immediately. 
Whiſp. Excellent! He'll not diſappoint, I warrant him: 
But hold, I have a Letter here, which Pm to carry an An- 
ſwer of. I can't thick what Lan the Direction is. 
Patch. Pho, tis no Languge, but a Character which the 
Lovers invented to ave. t Diſcovery. * 
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ter coming down Stairs, it is impoſſible you ſhould have 
Anſwer; away, and bid him come If for that—Be 
, we are ruin'd if you're ſeen, for he has doubled 

s Care ſince x 7 _ ————_— 

gory 12.5 Ex. 

Patch. . my Pocket. [ Puts its 
oy üer the Back fairs leſt I meet 
, a — Chamber-maid is the Ladies beſt 
Utenfil, I = [ Exit. 

Eurer Sir Jealous with a Letter in his Hand. 

Sir Jeal. So, this is ſome Comfort; this tells me that 
Seignior Den Diego Babinetts is ſafely arriv'd; he ſhall marry 
my Dauther the Minute he comes. Ha, ha! What's here? 
75 akes up the Letter Patch drop'd.] A Letter! I don't know 
what to * of the Su iption. Pl ſee what's with- 
in fide, opens it.] humph; tis Hebrew, I think. What can 
this mean? There muft be ſome Trick in it ; this was cer- 
tainly defign'd for my Daughter, but I don't know that 
the can ſpeak any Language but her Mother-Tongue. 
No matter for that, this may be one of Love's Hierogly- 
| —— and I fancy I faw Patch's Tail _ by. That 


ench may be a Slut, and infizad of guarding my Ho- 
nour, betray it ; n it out, I'm refoly'd: : Who's theraZ 
Enter Servant. 


you now to defire their Abſence-; 
fallen out, which 
to ion, and aſk their 

, the Butler to me. 
[ Exit. 


Enter Butler. 
If this Paper has a Meaning, I fir it. 
„0 bid the C 


e » what's the Matter u. a 
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Sir Zeal. He wants the Eyes of that has a 
handſome Daughter in this Town ; but my Comfort is, 
ſhall not be troubled long with her. He that pretends 
to rule a Girl once in her Teens, had better be at Sea in 
a Storm, and would be in lefs Danger ; 
| — poem em nee BPM 

thinks and dreams of nothing elſe but Man. [Exit, 
SCENE Ilabinds Chamber. 
Jab. Are — 1 22 x to Whiſper 

. no to Whiſper ? 

Patch. oe ons fure, Madam: But heard Sir Jealous 
Coming down ftairs, fo clapt his Letter into my Pocket. 
Za. A Letter, give it me quickly. 
Paich. Bleſs me I what's become on't—T'm ſare I put 
— — Searching till. 
Lab. Is it e, thou could ' ſt be ſo careleſs ?!—Oh? 
Pm andone for ever, if it be loft. 

Patch. I muſt have dropt it upon the Stairs. But why are 
you ſo much alarm'd ? the worſt happens, no body can 
read it, Madam, nor find out whom it was deſigu'd for. 

4/ab. If it falls into my Father's Hands, the very Fi- 
gure of a Letter will produce ill Conſequences. Run 
and look for it upon the Stairs this moment. 

Patch. Nay, Fm ſure it can be no where elſe— 

[4s e's going out of the Door, meets the Butler.) How now, 


do you want ? 
— My Maſter order'd me to lay the Cloth here for 
is Supper. 
Job Ruin'd » paſt Redemption— [ {fide 


Patch. You miitake ſure; what —＋ Age Os 
Jab. I thought he expected Company To-night 
* Charles /! Oh, unfortunate labinds ? 
Butl. 1 thought fo too, Madam, but I e he has 
ater'd his Mind. [ Lays the Chth, and Exit. 
Jab. The Letter is the Cauſe ; this heedleſs Action has 
zadone me: Fly and faſten the Cloſet Window, which will 
ive Charles Notice to retire. Hz, my Father, Oh Confu- 


n! 
Enter Sir Jealous. | 
Sir Jeal. Hold, hold, Patch, whither are you going? TU 
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Patch. Sir, I was going to reach Chair.— 
Oh, wretched — 8 os oy 
Sir Jeal. III have no body ſtir out of the Room. I 
don't want my Eaſy Chair. 
1/ab. What will be the Event of this ? E.: 
Sir Feal. Hark ye, Daughter; do you know this Hand ? 
Lab. As I ſuſpected Hand do you call it, Sir? Tis 
ſome School-boy's Scraul. 


Patch. Oh Invention! Thou Chamber-maid's beſt 
Friend, aſſiſt me. 

Sir Fecal. Are you ſure you don't underſtand it? 

Patch. Feels in her Beam, and ſhakes her Coats. 

Jab. Do you underftand, Sir? 

Sir Fecal. I with I did. 

Jab. Thank Heaven you do not. [444] Then I 
know no more of it than you do indeed, Sir. 

rA what _ _——— Sar ? 

y the Paper is mine, I drop'd it out of my m. 

Sir Jeal. Ha! yours, Miſtreſs. 

Jab. What does ſhe mean by owning it? LAfat. 

Pateb. Ves, Sir, it is. 

Si”, Jeal. What is it ? 5 

Patch. Yes, Sir, it is a Charm for the Tooth ach—TI 
have worn it this ſeven Years ; twas given me by an 
Angel for aught I know, when I was raving with the Pain ; 
for no body knew from whence he came, nor whither 
he went: He charged me never to open it, leſt ſome dire 
Vengeance befal me, and Heaven knows what will be the 
m_—_ cruel —_— that I ſhould drop it, and 

open it—lf not dk —— 

95 Excellent Wench ! els [ Afede. 

Sir Feal. Pox of your Charme and Whims for me; if 
that be all, tis well enough; there, there, burn it, and I 
warrant you no Vengeance will follow. 
Patch. So, all's right again thus far. Ade. 
1/ab. I would not loſe Patch for the World Pl take 
8 a little. [ fab. ] Is this Uſage for your Daughter, 
Sir ? Muſt my Vittue and Conduct be ſuſpected for every 
Trifle? You immure me like ſome dire Offender here, and 
deny me all the Recreations which my Sex enjoy, and 
the Cuſtom of the Country and Modeſty allow bod 


46 The Bust Bope. 


content with that, you make my Confinement more intoler- 
able by your Mitts and Jextoutes ; end wou'd I were dead, 
ſo I were free from this. 

Sir Zeal. To morrow rids you of this tireſome Loads 
Don Diego Babinetto will be here, and then my Care ends, 


and his begins. 

{/ab. 1 cara ome oe 

Enter Servants with Supper. 

Sir Jeal. TT" 

1/ab. I can eat Sir. 

Patch. No, I dare ſwear he has hey Tapper ©- 
nough. I wiſh I could get into the [Aae 

Sir Zeal. Well, if you can't eat, then given Song me 
whilſt I do. 

Lab. I have ſuch a Cold I can fcarce Sir, much 


leſs ſing. How ſhall I prevent Charles coming in? [ Aſide. 


Sir Nl. 1 = te ts Uh of your Finn, 
Madam. US we St cas Fo 
Woman fings me a 
Patch. Fm as much out of Tune as my Lady, if he 
1/ab. I ſhall make excellent Muſic. [Sits down to play. 
Patch. Really Sir, Pm fo frighted about your opening 
this Charm, that I can't remember one Song. 
Sir Jeal. Piſh, hang your Charm: come, come, fing 


any thing. 

Patch. Yes, I'm likely humph, 
— — — — 
pants fo. 
Sir Jeal. 
can't — are 

Patch. Ah, wou'd the Key was turn'd of yououce. [ fide. 

Sir Teal. Why don'r you fng, 1 fay 

Patch. When Madam has put her Spinnet in Tune, Sir, 
humph ; humph 
2 — corung"H whatever ails me. [ Raiſing. 
228 Zounds fit down and play me a Tune, or TI 
| os * ? [Sir dun and plays. 
_— [To Patch. 
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Sir Jeal. » hey, why you are a-top of the Houſe, 
KW = Arn be I What is the Meaning of 
this? Is it on 888 ha ? 

Pond. Pry biota, whe & a Bute lower, I cxxnce 
zeach that W Note, I fear. 


Js. Well, begin—Oh ! Patch, we ſhall be diſcover'd. 
Patch. I fink with the Apprebenſion, Madam—h umph, 


hamph—{[Sizg..] 
Charles the Cliſet Door. 

Cha. Muſic and — Ow 

"Tis thus the bright Caleftial Court above 
m_ = the Hours with Muſic and with Love. 
_ her Father there, ty iy Lage py ems 
Exit into the Cloſet.] | Sir | ri/es 10 
Jug — p back into the G0. 3 
ell and Furies, a Man in the Cloſet 

Pty Ah ! a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt——he muſt not enter the 
Cloſet——{ labinda throws herſelf down before the Cloſet · 
Door, -as«in a Swoon. 

Sir Zeal. The Devil! r 
rant you. [ Strives to get 
iPatch. Oh hold, Sir, have a care you'll tread upon my 
— es ng EET 

opening the Charm: Oh, oh, oh, oh. [ Weeps aloud. 

7 Sir a.” Pl charm you, Houſe-wiſe, here lies the 
— ellow in, l' m fure on't; come 
Raſcal, do fo: . ns ta; Cos EE be 

der from it, and 2 Neck down Stairs. 

hs Hay oh, where am 1 s gone, I heard him 

9 Afide to Patch. 
arch. Nay, then let him enter here, he. e Madam, 

imell to this; come give me your Hand; come nearer to 

the Window, the Air will do you good. 

Sir Teal. I wou 4 the week in her Grave. Where are you 
Eirrah ? \-_ Robber of my Honour! Pl! pull you out 
of Goes into the Cloſer. 

* 5 You'll be miſtaken, old Gentleman, the Bird is flown, 


Jab. Pm I have ſcap'd fo well. I was almoſt 
4 en a the Fright. 


Re enter Sir ſealous ont of the Cle/er. 
Sir Teal. Whoever were, he has eſcap'd out of 
the Window, for the Saſh is up. Bat tho' he i got out of 
your 
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my Reach, you are not: And firſt, Mrs. Pander, with 
Wo a 6 for the Tooth ach, get out of my Houſe; 
go, troop ; hold, ſtay, Pl ſee you out of my Doors 
but ſecure your Char cer Igo. 
Ja. What do you mean, Sir E N 
? 


＋ ̃ 5 —— for aughtIknow. 


the Devil's 
Pak What have I done, Sir, to merit your Diſpleaſu e 
Sir Zeal. I den't know which bf you have done it ; but 
you ſhall both ſuffer for it, ell I can diſcover whoſe Guilt 
is : Go, get in there, Pil move you from this Side of the 
E - Habinda is at the Door, and locks it; puts the 
Fer Ill keep the Key myſelf; I'll oy what 
get into that Room. And now forſooth TIl 


CD Labs Down Stairs, Sir ; but I 

. my poor — 5 5 

out, Sir, till I have look'd up my Clothes. 

cal. r ou 

on ny bp t on a8 ome along, I fay; 

when your Maftreb is marry'd, you ſhall have your Rags, 

and every thing that belongs to you 3 bu till er. 
[Exit, pulling her out. 

Patch. Oh! barbarous U 3 

| —_—_—— — 
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Enter Charles. 

Patch. Oh! Mr. Charles, your Affairs and mine are in 
an ill Poſture. 

Cha. I am enur'd to the Frowns of Fortune : But what 
has befaPn thee ? 

Patch. Sir Fealous, whoſe ſuſpicious Nature's on | 
the Watch; nay, erp rey > ar 
; upon fight of you, flew into ſuch à violent Paſ- 


fo, hat Iou'd bod no Btruagem 10 appeal appeaſe him ; but in 
A 


lock d his Daughter into his own 
partment. turn'd me out of doors. 
Cha. Ha! oh, Iabinds / 
Patch. And ſwears ſhe ſhall neither ſee Sun or Moon, till 
ſhe is Does Diego Babinetto's Wite, 2 
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thou fo, my ! Oh cou'd that be 

come wou'd be too ſhort to recom- 

penſe : how can I do that, when I neither know 

what Ship be came in, or from what Part of Spaiz ; 
who recommends him, or how attended? 

Patch. I can folve all this. He is from Madrid, hisFa- 
ther's Name Don Pedro Queſto Portento Babinetto. Here's n 
Letter of his to Sir 7ea/ous, which he dropt one day ! you 
underftand Spaniſh, and the Hand may be counterfeited : 
You conceive me, Sir ? 

Cha, My better Genius, thou haſt reviv'd my droop- 
ing Soul: ll about it inftantly. Come to my Lodg- 


ings, and we'll concert Matters. [ Exeunt. 
SCENE à Garden Gate open, Scentwell 
waiting within. 


Enter Sir George Airy. 

Sir Geo. So this is the Gate, and moſt invitingly : 
Woane feds bes Mendndeb dee nom, nd a Gans, 
ful Ditty would my Fall make for Fools; and what a 
Jeſt for the Wits ! how my Name would be roar'd about 
Streets ! Well, Pl venture all. 

Scent. Hiſt, hiſt ! Sir George [ Enters, 
I Female Voice! thus far Pm ſafe, my dear. 
Scent. No, Im not Dear, but Fil conduct you 


* 
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Scentau. For aught you know ; come, come, your 


Hand and away. 
Sir Geo. Here, here Child, you can't be half fo ſwift 
as my Defires. [Exeunt, 
SCENE zbe Houſe. 
Enter Miranda. 


Miran. Well, let me reaſon a little with my mad ſelf. 
Now don't I tranſgreſs all Rules to venture upon a Man 
without the Advice of the grave ard wiſe ? But then a 
rigid knaviſh Guardian, who would have marry'd me ! 
To whom? Even to his nauſeous ſelf, or no body. Sir 

is what I have try'd in Converſation, inquir'd into 
his Character, am ſatisfied in both. Then his Love! Who 
wou'd have given a hundred Pound only to have A 
Woman he had not infinitely lov'd ! So I find likin 
him has furniſh'd me with Arguments enough of his fide ; 
aud now the only Doubt remains, whether he will come 
or no. | 


| Enter Scentwell. 
Scentw. That's refolv'd, Madam, for here's the Knight. 
| [ Exit. Scentwell. 
Sir Geo. And do I once more behold that lovely Object, 
whoſe Idea fills my Mind, and forms my pleaſing Dreams 
Miran. What beginning again in Heroicks |!—— Sir 
- George, don't you remember how little Fruit your laſt 
prodigal Oration produc'd ? not one bare fingle Word in 
Anſwer. | 
Sir Geo. Ha! the Voice of my Incoonita——— Why 
did you take ten thouſand Ways to capiivate a Heart 
Eyes alone had vanquiſh'd. 
7 on. Prithee, ro more of theſe Flights; for our 
Time's but ſhort, and we mult fall into Buſineſs : Do you 
think we can agree on that ſame terrible 47 Ma- 
_ trimony, without heartily repenting on both fides ? | 
Sir Gee. It has been my Wiſh fince firſt my longing 
. 424 happy Ears drank in the pleaſing 
Kiran. And your y Ears in 
News, 1 had Thirty thouſand Pounds. Ki 
ir 
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Sir Geo. Unkind ! Did I not offer you in thoſe pur- 
chas d Minutes to run the Riſk of your Fortune, ſo you 
wou'd but ſecure that lovely Perſon to my Arms? 

Miran. Well, if you have ſuch Love and Tendernefs, 
| (fince our wooing has been ſhort) pray reſerve it for our 
future Days, to let the World ſee we are Lovers after 
Wedlock ; twill be a Novelty 

Sir Geo. Haſte then, and let us tie the Knot, and prove 
the envy'd Pair 

Miran. Hold! not fo faſt ; I have provided better than 
to venture on dangerous Experiments headlong —— My 
Guardian, truſting to my diſſembled Love, has given up 
my Fortune to my own Diſpoſal ; but with this P. oviſo, 
that he To-morrow Morning weds me. He is now gone 
to Dofors-Commons for a Licence. 

Sir Geo. Ha, a Licence ! 

Miran. But I have planted EmiTuies that infallibly 
take him down to Ep/em, under pietence that a Brother 
Uſurer of his, is to make him his Executor; the thing 
en Earth he covets. 

Sir Geo. Tis his known Character. 

Miran. Now my Inſtruments confirm him this Man is 
dying, and he ſends me Word he gies this Minute; it 
maſt be To-morrow e'er he can be undeceiv'd, That 
Time is ours. 

Sir Geo. Let us improve it then, and ſettle on our 
coming Years, endleis, endleſs Hippineſs. | 

Miran. 1 dare not ſtir till I hear he's on the Road — 
then I, and my Writings, the moſt material Point, are 
ſoon remov'd. 

Sir Geo. I have one Favour to aſk, if it lies in your 
Power, you wou'd be a Friend to poor Charles, tho? the 
Son of this tenacious Man: he is as free from all his 
Vices, as Nature and a good Education can make him ; 
and what now [ have Vanity enough to hope will induce 
you, he is the Man on I love. 

Miran. I never was his Enemy, and only put it on as it 
help'd my on his Father. If his Uncle's Etate 
ought to be in his Poſſeſhon, which I ſhrewdly ſuſpect, 
I may do him a ſingular Piece of Service. 

C2 Sir 


NT U—f—— 


Z 
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Sir Geo. You are all Goodneſs. 


Enter Scentwell. 
Scentau. Oh, Madam, my Maſter and Mr. Marplat 
are juſt comin into the Houſe. 
Miran. Undone, undone, if he finds you here in this 
Criſis, all my Plots are unravell'd. 
Sir Geo, What ſhall I do ! can't I get back into the 
Garden ! 
Scentw. Oh, no ! he comes up thoſe Stairs. 
 Miran. Here, here, 2 > Rand 
bel. ind this Chimney. Boa d, Sir George ? 
Sir Geo. Any where, any where, dear Madam, with- 
out Ceremony. 
Scentw. Come, come, Sir; lie cloſe 
[They put him behind the Chimmey-boar d. 
Gn OT TI 12 Te JO 4 


Orange. 

Sir Fran. I cou'd not go, though 'tis Life and 
Death. without taking A. of dear 83 Befides, 
this Fellow buzz'd into my Ears, that thou might'ſt be 
D deſperate to ſhoot that wild Rake which haunts the 
Garden gate; and that would bring us into Trouble, 


Dear 
Marplet brought you back then: I am 


Miran. 80 
oblig'd to him for that, I'm ſure 
[ Frowning at Marplot = 
By her Looks ſhe means ſhe's not obli Ac 
me, have done ſome Miſchief now, but what, 
imagine. 

Sir Fran. Well, Charges, I have had three Meſſen 
to come to Epſom to Neighbour Sutexum's, w S. 
for all his vaſt Riches, is departing. [Sighs. 

Marpl. Ay, fee what all you Uture-s muſt come to. 

Sir Fran. Peace. ye yourg Knave ! Some yawn 
hence I may thiak on't But, Chargee, II 
thee To-morrow, before thoſe pretty Eyes . 388 
will, I will, Charger, Fil rouſe you, i faith. 
Mrs. Scentwwell, lift up your 
I may throw my Peel in, ard not litter her 


Miras. 


your Lady's Chimney board, that 
ber. 
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Miran Oh. my Stars ! what will become of us now? 
Scent. Oh, pray Sir, give it me; I love it above all 
Things in Nature, indeed I do. 
| 2 Haſly ; pap Jove the Green-Pip 
, no Apothecary's 8. 
| [ Goes towards the Chimney. 
— 1 , hold, —_y yea I have a, 12 
M » ſhut up there; i open it 
he dive ces that Þ © tame it, "tis fo wild 'twill 
break all my China, or get away, and that would break 
my Heart; for I'm fond on't to Diſtraction, next thee, 
dear Gardee. [ In @ flattering Tone. 
Sir Fran. Well, Well, C , I won't open it; ſhe 
ſhalt have her Moakey, poor 2 3 here throw this 
cel out of the Window. [Exit. Scent weil. 
Marpl. A Monkey, dear Madam, let me fee it; | 
can tame a Monkey as well as the beſt of them all. Oh 
how I love the litile Minatures of Man 
ras. Be quiet Miſchief, and ftand farther from the 
Chimney Lou ſhall not fee my Monkey hy 
ſure [ Seriving with hin. 
Marpl. For Heav'ns fake, dear Madam, let me but 
Her; to fee if it be as pretty as my Lady Fiadale-Fadal“s. 
it 


got a Chain ? 
Miran. Not yet, but I defign it one ſhall laſt its Liſe- 
time: Nay, you ſhall not fee it Look, Gardee, 

how. he teazes me ! 


Sir Fran. omg between him and the Chimney.) Sir- 

rah, Sirrah, let my Chargee's Monkey alone, or Hambo 

ſhall fly about your Ears. What is there no dealing with 
F 


you | 

Marpl. Pugh, pox of the Monkey! here's a Rout: 
I wiſh he may rival you. 
Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Sir, they put two mo e Horſes in the Coach, as 
you. order'd, and tis ready at the Door. 

Sir ran. Well, I am going to be Executor, better 
for thee, Jewel. B'ye CA 2c, one Bufe ! ——Pm glad 
thou hait got a Monkey to diver: thee a live, 


1 „* 
2 (hl, 


—-_—- — — — — 
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Miran. Thank'e dear Gardee , I'll fee 
to the Coach. _ 28 

Sir Fran. That's kind, adod. 

Miran. Come along, Impertinence. [To Marplot. 

Aarp!. [S:epping back.) Egad, I will fee the Monkey 
now, [Lifts up the Board, and diſcovers Sir George] Oh 
Lord, O Lord! Thieves, Thieves, Murder! 

Sir Geo. Dam'e, you unlucky Dog ! *tis I; whi h way 
ſhall I get out ? ſhew me inflantly, or I'll cut your Threat. 

Marpl. Undone, undone! At that Door there. But 
hold, hold, break that China, and Fil bring you off. 

| He runs off at the Corner, and threw: down ſome China. 


Re-enter Sir Francis, Miranda, and Scentwell. 


Sir Fran. Mercy on me! What's the Matter ? 

Atiran. Oh you Toad ! what have you dane ? 

Marpl. No great Harm, I beg of you to forgive me. 
Jonging to ſee the Monkey, I did but juſt raife up the 
Board, and it flew over my Shoulders, f.ratch'd all my 
Face, boke yon China and whifk'd out of the Window. 

Sir Fren. Was ever ſuch an unlucky Rogue! Sirrah 
J forbid you my Houſe. Call the Servants to get the, 
Monkey again; I wou'd flay myſelf to look it, but that 
jou know my earned Bufineſs. g 

Srentw. Oh my Lady will be the beſt to lure it back; 
z them Creatures love mv Lady exttemely. 

Miran. Go, go, dear Gardee, I bope I ſhall recover 


It. 
Sir Fren. B'ye, b'ye, Dear'e. Ah, Miſchief, how you 
Jook now ! Þ'ye, b'ye. | { Exit. 
Mirar. Scentcuell, fee him in the Ccach, and bring 
me Word. 


Scertau. Yes, Madam. 

Miran. So, Sir, you have done your Friend a ſig nal 
Piece of Service, I ſuppoſe. 

n_ Why look you, Madam; if I have committed 
a Farlt thank yourſelf ; ro Man is more ſerviceable 
when I am let into a Secret, ror none more unlucky at 
finding it out. Who cou'd divine your Meaning, when 
you taik'd of a Elunderbuſs, who thought of a _—_ 

vous 


j 


— ——— - 


b 
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vous ? And when you talk'd of a Monkey, who the 
Devil dreamt of Sir (George ? 
Miran. A fizn you converſe but little with our Sex 
when you can't reconcile Contradictions. 
Enter Scentwell. 


Scentw. He's gone, Madam, as faſt as the Coach and 
Six can carry him. 


Enter Sir George. 


Sir Geo. Then I may appear. | 

Ma-p/. Dear, Sir George, make my Peace! On my 
Soul, I did not thiak of vor. 

S.r Gee. I dare ſwear thou didſt not. Madam, I beg 

to forgive him. 

M:ran. Well, Sir George, if he can be ſecret. 

Marel. Ods hea.t, Madam, I'm as ſecret as a Prieſt 
when I'm truſted, 
. Sir Geo, Why *tis with a Prieſt our Buſineſs is at pre- 

at. 

Scent. Madam, here's Mrs. I/abinda's Woman to 
wait on you. 

Airaz. Bring her up. 

Exter Patch. 


How do'e Mrs. Patch ? What News from your Lady? 

Patch. That's for your p ivate Ear, Miilim. vir 
George, there's a Friend of yours has an urgent Occi.iua 
for your Aſſiſtance, | 

Sir Geo. His Name. 

Patch. Charis. 

Marpl. Ha ! then there's ſomething a Hot that I know 
nothing of. Til wait on you, Sir George. 

Sir Geo. A third Perſon may not be proper, perhaps ; 
as ſoon as I have diſpatch'd my own Affairs, I am at his 
Service. T'll ſend my Servant to tell him Vil wait upon 
him in half an Hour. <> wh 

Miran. How come employ'd in thi 
Mrs. Patch ? en * 

Patch. Want of Bufineſs, Madam; 1 am diſcharg'd 
by my Mafter, but hope to ſerve my Lady fill. 

C4 iran. 
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Miran. How ! diſcharg'd ! muſt tell me the whole 
Story within. * 

Patch. With all my Heart, Madam. 

Marpl. Piſh ! Pox, I wiſh I were fairly out of the 
Houſe. I find Marriage is the End of this Secret: And 
now I am half mad to know what Charles wants him 
_ [ {fede. 
Sir Geo. Madam I'm doubly prefs'd by Love and 
Friendſhip : This Exigence admits of no Delay. Shall 
we make Marplot of the Party? 

Miran. If you'll run the Hazard, Sir George ; I believe 
he means well. 

Marpl. Nay, nay, for my Part, I defire to be let 
into nothing; Il be gone, therefore pray * 
me. Going. 

Sir G-o. So, now he has a mind to be gone to Charles : 
But not knowing what Affairs he may have upon has 
Hands at preſent, I'm refolv'd he ſhan's ftir : No, Mr. 
Marpiot, you muſt not leave us, we want a third Per- 
ſon. [Takes hold of bim. 
Maryl. U Y 2 
Miran. Come alon 3 then ; if we in the Voyage, 
— Lanny for taking this ill-ftarr'd Gentleman ap 


Sir Geo. That Veſſel ner can unſucceſsful prove, 
in and whoſe Pilot Love. 


The End of the Fourth AR. 
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EXXON OOOοο 


AT: TIF, 


Enter Miranda, Patch and Scentwell. 


Mirn u. E'L L, Patch, I have done a ſtrange 
bold Thing ; my Fate is determin'd, 
and is no more. Now w => Im- 
inence and R of an old Man, ve thrown 
— into 8 of a young one; if he 
ſhould deſpiſe, flight or uſe me ill, there's no Remedy 
from a Huſband but the Grave ; and that's a terrible 
Sanctuary to one of my Age and Conſtitution. 

Patch. O fear not, m, you'll find your Account 
in Sir George Airy ; it is impoſſible a Man of Senſe ſhould 
uſe a Woman ill. endued with Beauty, Wit and Fortune. 
It muſt be the Lady's Fault, if ſhe does not wear the 
— Name of Wife eaſy, — _— — 

omplaiſance and Humour is iſite on ei 
Side to make them —— a 0 

Miran, I till Pens Houſe, leſt any 
Accident ſhou'd bring my Guardian back. Scentzvel!, 
put my beſt Jewels into the little Caſket, flip them into 
thy Pocket, and let us march off to Sir Fealous's. 

Scentw. It ſhall be done, Madam. [Exit Scentwell. 

Patch. Sir George will be impatient, Madam; if their 
Plot ſucceeds, we hall be well received; if not, he will 
be able to protect us. Beſides, I long to know how my 
young Lady fares. 

Mran. Farewel, old Mammon, and thy deteſted Walls; 
"twill be no more ſweet Sir Francis, I ſhall be compell'd 
to the odious Taſk of Diſſembling no longer to get my 
own, and coax him with the wheedling Names of my 
P: ecious, my Dear, dear Garde. O Heavens! 


Enter Sir Francis behind. 

Sir Fran. Ah, my ſweet Chargee, don't be frighted 
h farts.) But thy poor Gardee has been abus'd, cheat- 
ed, fool'd, betray'd, Bat no body knows by whom. 

C5 Miran. 
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Miran Undone ! Redemption. - 
Sir Fran. What 4. you —＋ me, Charger on 
Mircn. I am fo ſurpriz'd with Joy to fee you, I know 

rot what to ſay. 

Sir Fran. Poor dear Girl! But do'e know that my Son, 
or ſome ſuch Rogue, to rob or murder me, or both, 
contriv'd this Journey ? For upon the Road I met my 
Neighbour Squeezam well, and coming to Town. 


Miran. Good lack ! good lack! what Tricks are there 
in this World! 


Later Scentwell, d 0 th a Diamond Necklace in her Hand; 
nat ſeeing Sir Francis. 

Scent. Madam, be pleas'd to tie this Necklace on, for 
I can't get into the q [ Seeing Sir Francis. 

Miran. The Wench is a Fool, I think! cou'd you 
vot have carried it to be mended, without putting it in 
the Box ? 

Sir Fran. What's the matter; 

Miran. Only Deal e, I bid her, I bid ker-— Your 
ill Uſage has put every thing out of my Head. But 
won't you go, Garde, and find out thefe Fellows, and 
have them puniſhed ? and, and 

Sir Fran. Where ſheu'd J look then, Child? No, III 
ft me d n contented with my Safety, nor ſtir out of n y. 
own Doors, till I go with thee to a Parſon. 

Miran. | A/ize } :f he goes into his Cloſet, I am ruin'd 
Oh ! Bleſs me, in this Fright, I bad forgot Mrs. Patch. 

Parch. Ay, Madam, and I ſlay for your ſpeedy Anſwer. 

Miran. [ Aide ) 1 muſt get him out of the Houſe. 
Now atiſt me, Fortune. 

Sir Fran. Mrs. Patch / I profeſs I did not fee vou: 
How doft thou do, Mrs. Patch ? Well, don't you re- 
pent leaving my Chargee ? 

Patch. Yes, every body muſt love her— ——but I 
came now Madam, what did I come for ? My In- 
vention is at the Jaft Ebb. [ Lfide to Miranda. 

Sir Fran. Nay, never whiſper, tell me. 

Miran. She came, dear Garde, to invite me to her 
Lady's Wedding, and you fhall go with me, Garde, tis 
to be done this Moment, to a San Merchant: Old 
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Sir F-alous keeps on his Humour, the firſt Minute he ſee- 
her, the next he marries her. 

Sir Fran, Ha, ha, ha, I'd go if I thought the fight of 
Matrimony wou'd tempt Chargee to perform her Pro- 
miſe : There was a Smile, there was a conſenting Look 
with thoſe pretty Twinklers, worth a Million. Ods- 
precious, I am happier than the Great M:gu/, the Em- 
= of China, or all the Potentates that are not in 

_ Speak, confirm it, make me leap out of my 
Skin. 

Miran. When one has refolv'd, 'tis in vain to flard, 
ſhall I, ſhall I; if ever I marry, poſitively this is my 
Wedding-day. 

Sir Fran. Oh! happy, happy Man Verily I 
will beget a Son the firſt Wight, ſhall d.ſinherit that 
Dog Charles. I have Eſtate enough to purchaſe a Ba- 
rony, and be the immortalizing the whole Family of the 
Grifes. 

Miran. Come then, Garde, give me thy Hand, let's 
to this Houſe of Hymen. 


My Chiice is fixt, let good or ill betide- 


Sir Fran. Thejoyful Bridegroom J, 
Miran. And I the hapby Bride. [Exeunt. 


Enter Sir Jealous, merting @ Servant. 


Serv. Sir, here's a Couple of Gentlemen enquire fof 
you; one of them calls himſelf Sergnier Dri-go Babimerts. 

Sir Feal Ha! Signior Babinetto { Amit 'em inftauc- 
I» Joyful Minute; I'll have my Daughter marry'4 
To-night. 
Enter Charles in a Spaniſh Hab:, aui Sir George Jr; 

like a Merchant. 

Sir Teal. Senior, beja las Manos wueftra merced es miy b in 
wenido en ca tierra. 

Cha. Senher, ſoy muy humi'de, y muy obligado Cry::11 
& wueſtra merced : Mi Padre embia a ve, murced, tis 
mas profendes de ſus reſpetes ; y a Commuſſionad? ede Me- 
cadel Ingles, de concluyr un negocio, que me Haze e ma 
dichoſe humbre de! mundo, Til u me /« . 


Sir 
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Feal. I am glad on't, for I find I have loſt much 
e, 1 humble Servant. 
22 
are 


or — to has informed me that you 
: commiſhon'd by Seignior Don Pedro, &c. his worthy 


Sir Geo. To ſee an Aﬀair of Marriage conſummated 
between a Daughter of yours and Seignior Diego Babi- 
netto his Son here. True, Sir, ſuch a Truſt is repos'd 
in me, as that Letter will inform you. I hope twill 
paſs upon him. [ at. [Gives him a Letter. 

Sir Jeal. Ay, tis his Hand. Seems to read. 

Sir Geo: Good——you have counterfeited to a Nicety, 
Charles. [ Hide to Charles. 

_ Cha. It the whole Plot ſucceeds as well, Pm happy. 

Sir Feal. Sir, I find by this, that you are a Man of 
Honour and Probity ; I think Sir, he calls you Maanwell, 

Sir _ Mearwell | 2 my Name, Sir. 

Sir Teal. Av Name, and ifhcant. 

Cho! Ye fad, The knew at 0 Afede. 

Sir Teal. For to mean well is to be honeſt, to be 
honeſt is the Virtue of a Friend, _— 
Delight and Support of Human 

Sir Geo. You ſhall find that PII diſcl the Part of 
a Friend in what I have undertaken, Sir Jealous. 

Cha. But little does he think to whom. [ Hfege. 
Sir Geo. Therefore, Sir, I muſt intreat the Preience 
your fair Daughter, and the Afliftance of your Cha 
lain; for Scignior Don Pedro ſt iftly enjoin'd me to 
the Marriage Rites perform'd as as we ſhould ar- 
vive, to avoid the accidental Overtures of Fenus. 

Sir Feal. Ove: tures of Venus“ 

Sir Geo. Ay, Sir, that is, thoſe little Hawkicg Females 
that —_ Park, and the Play-Heouſe, to put cf 
their d W faſten upon Foreigners 

r den S we Cons cl 38 


of 


Kentifh M 8— ] warrant you they have 
heard of him gs 

of = this Nen farms with them. 

Sir Geo. "Ay. nd then you know the Spend, ar na 
tucally amoreus, but very conſtant, the firſt Face fixes 


and 
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Cha. Well hinted. | [ Afde. 
Sir Jeal. Pat to my Purpoſe—Well, Sir, there is but one 
thing more, and they ſhall be married inſtantly. 
Pray Heaven that one thing more _ — 
4 

dir Fea Don Pedro writ one Word in his laſt but one, 
that he defign'd the Sum of Five thouſand Ci owns by way 
of Jointure for my Daughter; and that it ſhou'd be paid 
into my Hand upon the Day of Marriage. 

Cha. Oh ! the Devil. [Alle. 

Sir Feal. In order to lodge it in ſome of our Funds in cafe 
ſhe ſhould become a Widow, and return for En: and. 

Sir Geo. Pox on't, this is an unlucky Turn. What ſhall 
I fay? Hat. 

Sir Jeal. And he does not mention one Word of it 
in this Letter. | 

Cha. I don't know how he ſhould. 

Sir Geo. Humph ! True, Sir Jealous, he told me ſuell 
a Thing, but, but, but, but——he, he, he, he——he 
did not imagine that you wo d inſiſt upon the very Day ; 
for, for, for, for Money you know is dangerous returning 


by Sea, an, an, an, ah—— 
Cha. Zounds, ſay we have brought it in Commodities. 
[ {fade to Sir George. 
Sir Geo. And fo, Sir, he has ſent it in Merchandize 
Tobacco, Sugars, Spices, Lemons, and fo forth, which — 
be tu nd into M with all ition : In the mean 
time, Sir if you to accept of my Bond for Perform- 


ance 


Sir Jeal. It is enough, Sir; I am fo d with the 
Name, that Fil take your Word, and will ferch m y of your 


22s | 


ir Feal. Gentlemen, PI return in an Inſtant. 
Che. Wondrous well, let me embrace thee. 
5 Egad that 50000. . 
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Cha. But that's over! And if Fortune throws no more 
Rubs in our way | 
Sir Geo. Thoul't carry the Prize at hiſt, here 
he comes. | 
Enter Sir Jealous, dragging in Iſabinda. 
Sir Jeal. Come along, you ſtubborn Baggage you, come 


ong. 

Tie. Oh, hear me, Sir! hear me but ſpeak one Word; 
Do not deftroy my everlading Peace: 

My Soul abhors this Spaniard you have choſe, 
Nor can I wed him without being curſt. 

Sir Jeal. How's that! 

Lab. Let this Poſture move your tender Nature. ¶ Kneels. 
For ever will I hang upon theſe Knees : 

Nor looſe my Hands till you cut off my Hold. 
If you refuſe to hear me, Sir. 

Cha. Oh! that I cou'd diſcover myſelf to her! [ M/ide. 

| ——— You had better truſt 
to hi macy. Ads. 
Sir Feal. Did you ever ſee ſuch a perverſe Slut? = I 
fay; Mr. Meanwell, pray help me a little. 

Sir Geo. Riſe Madam, and do not diſoblige your Father, 
who has provided a Huſband worthy of you, one that will 
Jove you equal with his Soul, and. one that you will love, 
when once you know him. 

Lab. Oh! never, never. Cou'd I ſuſpect that Falſhood 
in my Heart, I would this Moment tear it from my Breaſt, 
and ftreight t him with the treacherous Part. 

Cha. Oh! my charming faithful Dear. [Ali. 

Sir Feal. Fal hood; Why, who the Devil are you ia love 
—— Don't provoke me, for by St. Jago | ſhall beat you, 

Cha. Heaven forbid; for I ſhall infallibly diſcover 
felf if he ſhould. Oy” 

Sir as Have pan pr oo. 00 him: 
Why will , againſt a Man is Ma- 
fer af all the harms you would Xfire in a Huſband ? 

Sir Feal. Ay, lock at him, {/abinda; Senior paſe wind 


Ca, 


| 
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Cha. My Heart bleeds to ſee her grieve, whom I imagin'd 
would with Joy receive me. Semora ooligue me vugſtra mer- 
ced de fu mano. | 

Sir Teal. {oe þ bias Hold up your Head, 
hold up your Head, Huſwife, and look at him : Is there a 

roperer, handſomer, better-ſhap'd Fellow in England, ye 

ade you? Ha! ſee, fee the obſtinate Baggage ſhuts her Eyes 
St. Jag, I have a good mind to beat em cut. 

[ Pujes her down, 

Lab. Do, then, Sir, kill me, kill me inſtantly. 

"Tis much the kinder Action of the Two ; 
For twill be worſe than Death to wed him. 

Sir Geo. Sir Fe Lyon are too paſſionate. Give me 
leave, I'll try by gentle Woids to work her to your Purpoſe. 

Sir Feal. I pray do, Mr. Manuell, I pray do; ſhe'll 
break my Heart. [#eps.] There is in that, Jewels of the 
Value of 3000 . which were her Mother's, and a Paper 
wherein I have ſettled one half of my Eſtate upon her now, 
and the whole when I die; but provided ſhe marries this 
Gentleman; elſe by St. [ago I'Il turn her out of Doors to 
teg or ſtarve. Tell her his, Mr. Meanwell, do. 


Sir Geo. Ha! this is 


Cha. A ſudden Joy runs thro* my Heart like a propiti- 
ous Omen. LA. 

Sir Geo. Come, Madam, do not blindly caſt your Li 
away juſt in the Moment you would wiſh to fave it. 

Lab. Pray, ceaſe your Trouble, Sir; I have no Wish 
but ſudden Death to free me from this hated Spaniard. 
If you are his Friend, imform him what I fay; my Heart 
is given to another Youth, whom I love With the fame 
ſtrength of Paſſion that I hate this Diego; with whom, if 
3 Hand ſhall cut the Gordian 

ot. 

Sir Geo. Suppaſe this Spaniard, which you ſti ive to ſhun, 
—ba mo very Man to whom you'd fly ? 


Sir 
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Sir Geo. Would you not blame your raſh Reſolve, and 
curſe Eyes that would not look on Charles ? 

Jab. On Charles! Oh, you have inſpired new Life, and 
collefted every wandring Senſe. Where is he? Oh! let 
me fly into his Arms. Riſes. 

Sir Geo. Hold, hold, hold. f 
all; your Father believes him to be Sei gnier Babinetto: Com- 
poſe yourſelf a little, pray Madam. | He runs to Sir Jealous: 

Cha. Her Eyes declare ſhe knows me. [ {fide. 

Sir Geo. She begins to hear Reaſon, Sir; the fear of be- 
ing turned out of has done it. [ Runs back to Iiabinda. 

Jab. "Tis he, Oh! my raviſh'd foul! ö 

Sir Geo. Take heed, Madam, you don't betray yourſelf. 
Seem with Reluctance to conſent, or you are undone; ¶ Nun: 
to Sir Jealous] ſpeak gently to her, Sir, I'm ſure ſhell yield, 
I ſee it in her Face. 

Sir Jeal. Well, IG bund, can you refuſe to bleſs a Father, 
whoſe only care is to make you , as Mr. M-anwe!! has 
inform'd you? Come, wipe thy Eyes; nay prithee do, or 
thou wilt break thy Father's Heart: See, thou bring'ſ the 
Texsin mine, w thiak of thy nadutifel Carriage to me. 

| | eps. 

Las. Oh! do not weep, Sir, your Tears are like a Pon- 

yard to my Soul; dowith me what you pleaſe, I am all Obe- 


Sir Jeal. Ha! then thou art my Child again. 

Sir Geo. "Tis done, and now, Friend, the Day's thy own. 
Cha. The happieſt of my Life, if nothing inte: vene. 

Sir Jeal. And wilt thou love him? 

Jab. I will endeavour it, Sir. 

Enter Servant. 

Serw. Sir, here is Mr. Tackym. 

Sir Jeal. Shew him into the Parlour, — Senior tome wind 
Fuerpora ; cette Moments les juntta les Manes. 

[ Gives her to Charles. 

Cha. Oh Tranſport !—Senior yo la recibo Como ſe de ve us: 

Teforo tan Grande. Oh! my Joy, my Life, my Soul. 


Jab. My faithfal everlaſting Comfort. 


4. 
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6y 


Who, by r Life, 


SCENE . to the Street before Sir 3 s 
Door. 


Exter Marplot, Salus. 

Mart. I have hunted all over the Town for Charles, 
but can't find him; and by Fi/per's ſcouting at the End 
of the the Street, I faſpeRt he muſt be in the — — | 
I am inform'd too, that he has borrowed a Spaniſh 

out of the Pl/ay-Houſe What can it mean? 


Enter a Servant of Sir Jealous's to him, out of the 
Houſe. 


Heark'e, Sir, do you belong to this Houle ? 
= Yes, Sir. 
Marpl. Pra 32 tell if there be a Gentleman in 
it in Spano 
Serv. There's » $pani Gentleman within that is juſt 


no Egli, that T hear of. 


Gentlemen, tho” be may be dreſs'd like a 
gb Gen 1 

Serv. Ha! Who knows but this may be an Im ? 
Tu inform my Maſter; for if he ſhou'd be impos'd upon, 
he'll beat us all round. [ Afide.} Pray, come in, Sir, and 
fee if this be the Perſon you enquire for. 


SCENE changes to the Inſide of the Heuſe. 
Enter Ma: plot. 

Marpl. So, thi good Contrivance : If this be 

Charks, now N how I found him out. 


Enter Servant and Sir Jealous. 


Sir 7e:/. What is your earneſt Buſineſs, Blockhead, that 
you „ Ha! 


4er. 
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Serv. Why this Gentleman, Sir, wants another Gentle- 
man in a Spar; Habit, he ſays. 

Sir Jeal. In Spaniſh Habit ! *tis ſome Friend of Si 
Don Diego's, I warrant. Sir, I ſuppoſe you wou'd Peak 
with Seignior Babint 0——— 

Marpl.. Hey day! what the Devil does he ſay now !— 
Sir, I don't urderitand you. | 

Sir Jeal. Don't you underſtand Span, Sir? 

Aarpl. Not I, indeed, Sir. 

Sir Jeal, I thought you had known Seignior Babi- 
art. 

Marpl. Not I, upon my Word, Sir. 

Sir Zeal. What then, you'd ſpeak with his Friend, 
the Eng/i/b Merchant Mr. Meanwell? 

Marpl. Neither, Sir, not I. 

Sir Teal. Why, who are you then, Sir? And what do 
u want ? [ Iz an angry Tons. 
Marfl. Nay, nothing at all, not I, Sir. Pox on him 

I wiſh I were out, he begins to exalt his Voice, I ſhall be 


again. 

Sir Jeal. Nothing at all, Sir! Why, then, what Bu- 
ſineſs have you in my Houſe ? ha? 

Serv. You ſaid you wanted a Gentleman in Spenifo 
Habit. 

Marpl. Why, ay, but his Name is neither Babinerta, 
nor M. ancvell. 

Sir Teal. What is his Name, then, Sirrah ? ha ? Now 
J look at you again, I believe you are the Rogue that 
threatened me with half a dozen My; midons —— Speak, 
Sir, who is it you look for ? or, or 

Marpl. A terrible old Dog Why, Sir, only an 
honeſt young Fellow of my Acquaintance——1 thought 
that here might be a Ball, and that he might have been 
here in a Maſquerade; tis Charlis, Sir Francis Gripe's 
Son, becauſe I know he us'd to come hither ſometimes 

Sir Teal. Did he ſo ?—Not that I know of, Pm fure. 
Pray Heaven that this be Den Diego. — If I ſhould be 
trick d now——Ha ! my Heart miſgives me plaguily — 
Within chere! ftop the Marriage——Run, Sirrah, 2 
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all my Servants ! III be ſatisfied that this is Seigazor Pe- 
dro's Son, e'er he has my Daughter. 

Marpl. Ha! Sir George ! what have I done now? 
Enter Sir George with a drawn Sword between the Scenes. 

Sir G-o. Ha! Marplot here Oh che unlucky Dog 
What's the Matter, Sir Jealous ? 

Sir Jeal. Nay, I don't know the Matter, Mr. Meanwell. 


Aarpl, Upon my Soul, Sir George 
 —_ . [ Going up to Sir George. 


Sir Teal. Nay, then, Pm betray'd, ruin'd, undone : 
Thieves, Trayters, Rogues! [Offers to go in.] Stop the 
Marriage, I fay 

Sir Geo. I fay go on, Mr. Tackum Nay, no 
entring here, I guard this Paſſage, old Gentleman ; the 
Act and Deed were both your own, and I'll fee em 
ſign'd, or die for't. 


Enter Servant. 


Sir Zeal A Pox on the Act and Deed! —— Fall on, 
ir Geo. Ay, come on Scoundrels ! i 
Sir Zeal. Zounds, Sirrah, I'll be reveng'd on you. 
Beats Marplot. 
Sir Geo. Ay, there your Vengeance is due; Ha, ha. 
Marl. Why, what do you beat me for? I han't mar- 
ry'd your Daughter. 
Sir Jeal. Raſcals ! why don't you knock him Yown ? 
Serv. We are afraid of his Sword, Sir; if you'H wake 
that from him, we'll knock him down preſently. 


Enter Charles and Iſabinda. 


Sir Jeal. Seize her then. / 
Cha. Raſcals, retire; ſhe's my Wife, touch her if you 
dare, I'll make Dogs-meat of you. 
Sir Feal. Ah! downright Engl :—Ch, ob, oh, oh! 
Enter Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda, Patch, Scentwells 
and Whiſper. N 
Sir Frax. Into the Houſe of Joy we enter without 
knocking: IIa! I think tis the Houſe of Sorrow, Sir 
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Sir 


Teal. Oh Sir Francis / are you come? What way 


Contrivance, to abuſe, trick, and chouſe me 
a4 


My Contrivance ! what do you mean ? 
1 t know your Son there in 


— WP my Son in Span Habit. Sirrah, 
come to be hang'd ; get out of Sight, ye Dog ! 


tain 

Sir Fras. Give him ! he ſhall be never the better for 
a Penny of mine——and you might have look'd after 
ter better, Sir © Fealouws. T, ick'd, quotha ! 
K you defgn'd to trick me : But look ye, 
believe 1 ſhall trick you both. Tnis 
ife, do you ſee? And my Iſtate ſhall de- 
Heirs of nem by 


you nothing to do with Wife, Sir. 
Sir Free. Wife, E. Sir * 


Miran. a really, Guardian, tis even fo. I hope you'll 


32 frſt Offence. 
Fran. What have you ckou>'d me out of my Con- 
ſent, and your Writings then, Miſtreſs, ha? 

Miran. Out of No ing but my own, Guardian. 

Sir Feal. Ha, ha, ha, tis fome Comfort at Icaft to ſee 
you. are- over-reach'd as well as myſelf, Will yoa ſettle 
your Eſtate upon your Son now ? 

Sir Frau. he ſhall Gave firt 


Miran. 
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Miran. That I have taken ew There, 
Sir, is the Writings of your Uncle's Eftate, which has 


been your due theſe three Years. [Gives Charles Papers. 

Cha. I ſhuli ſtudy to deſerve this Favour. 

Sir Fran. What have you robb'd me too, Miſtreſs ! 
Egad PII make you reflore *em——Huſwife, I will fo. 

Sir Feai. Take care I don't make you pay the Arrears, 
Sir. Tis well it's no worſe, fince tis no better. Come, 
young Man, ſeeing thou haſt outwitted me, take her, and 

-* oy; ll beſlow your Bleſſing 

/ a, , Ir, u too, tis 
all Pll aſk. * 4 a [ Kineels.. 
Sir Fran. Confound you all! [ Exit. 
Marpl. Mercy upon us, how he looks! 

Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ne'er mind his Curſes, Charles; 
thou'lt thrive not one Jot the worſe for em. Since this 
Gentleman is reconcil'd, we are all made happy. 

Sir Zeal. I always lov'd Precaution, and took care to 
avoid — 5, qt But when a thing was paſt, I ever had 

to be eaſy. 

Cha. Whi CIS nas Siem of © Soul ; I lov'd 
your Daughter, and ſhe me, and you ſhall have no Reaſon 
to repent her Choice. : 

Lab. You will not blame me, Sir, for loving my own 


hy 1; I every body happy, I find, but poor 
Marpl. So s y happy, 
Pilla I wonder what Satisfaction I ſhall have, for 
being cuff d, Kick'd, and beaten in your Service. 
Sir Feal. I have been a little too familiar m_ 
as Things are fallen out; but fince there's no help for't, 
ou m ive me. 
; Marpl. Lend. chink ſo but provided that you 
be not fo familiar for the future. 
Sir Geo. pods leo gg unlucky Rogue. 
Marpl. But very honeſt. 
Che? That PI youch for ; and freely forgive thee. 
Sir Geo. And I'll do you one Piece of Service more, 
Marplet. I'll take care that Sir Francis make you Maſter 
of your Eſtate. 
| That will make me as happy as any of you. 
Patch. Your humble Servant begs leave to a 
you, Madam. Lab. 
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Lab. Sir I hope you'll give me leave to take Patch inte 
favour again. 

Sir Feal. Nay, let your Huſband look to that, I have 
done with my Care. 

Cha. Her own Liberty ſhall always oblige me. Here's 
no body but honeſt M biſper and Mrs. Scentauell to be pro- 
vided for now. It ſhall be left to their Choice to marry, 

Miß. Nay then, Pl! ſtick to my Maſter. 

Scentw, Coxcomb! and I prefer my Lady before a Foot - 


Man. 
Sir Jeal. Hark, I hear the Muſick, the Fiddlers ſmell a 


Wedding. What ſay you, young Fellows, will you have 
a Dance ? | 
Sir Geo. With all my Heart; call 'em in. 
A DANCE. 


Sir Feal. Now let us in and refreſh ourſelves with a 
chearful Glaſs, in which we'll bury all Animoſities : And 


By my Example let all Parents more, g 


And never ferive to croſs their Childrens Le; 
But frill ſubmit that Care to Providence above. 


44 


EPILOGUE. 


N me you ſee one Buſie mere; 
I T, 3 ba ve . of one before, 
With Epibones, the Buſie Body Way, 
We ſtriue to help, but ——— mar a Play. 
At this mad Seſſions, half condem' e er try'd. 
Some, in three Days hade bren turn d off, and dy d. 
In ſpite of Parties their Attemps are vain, 
For like falſe Prophets, they ne er riſe __ 
Too late, when caſt, your Favour one beſeeches, 
And Epilognes prove Execution Speeeches. 
Yet ſure I ſþy no Buſie Bodies here, 
Aud one may paſs, fince they do ev ry where. 
Sour Criticks Time, and Byeath, and Cenjures waſie, 
And baut your Pleaſures to refine your Taff x 
One buſfie Don iil- tim d high Tenets preaches, 
Another yearly ſhows was in Specches. 
Some Sui ling Cits have a Peace for ſpight, 
To flarye thoſe Warriors who ſo bravely fight ; 
Stil 4 Foe upon bis Knees afraid, 
cop wwell yy Troops want Money, Heart ond Bread. 
OLI Beaux, who none, not c en themſelwes can pleaſe, 
Are _—_ not bing but to tcaxe. 
The young, fo bufie to engage a Heart, 


- The Miſchief done, are bufie myſt to part. 


— Wretches, ⁊ubo flill croſs one's Will, 
en they more kindly might be bufie fiill ? 
Que to a Huſband, beo nr er dreamt of Horns, 
Shows how dear Spouſe with Friend his brows adorns, 
Th" officious T:li-1@l- Fool (he ſbau d repent it) 
Parts three kind Sculg that lid d at Peace contented. 
Some with Latu Quirks et Houles by the Ears, 
7 1 * Mit one chu be wwoull heal impairs ; 
te that dark moo" 4 up Fry, that Neighb'ring Cur 
Who to remocve Lowe' Y Pan bejiozu a — Po 
Since then this medUling Tribe 25 the Age, 
Bear one a while expos'd upon the Stage : 
Let none but Buſie Bodies vent their Spight, 
And with Good-humour, Pleaſure crown the Night. 
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To His Grace PHI LIP, Duke and Mar- 
quis of W HAR TON, &c. 


My Lozxz p, ä 


I 


T has ever been the Cuſtom of Poets, to ſhelter Pro- 
ductions of this Nature under the Patronage of the 
brighteſt Men of their Time; and *tis obſerved, 

that the Muſes always met the kindeft Reception from 
| Perſons of the greateſt Merit. The World will do me 
Juſtice as to the Choice of my Patron ; but will, I fear, 
blame my raſh —_— in daring to addreſs your Grace, 
and offer at a Work too difficult for our ableſt Pens, 
viz, an Encomium on your Grace. I have no Plea 
againſt ſuch Reflections, but the Diſadvantage of Edu- 
cation, and the Privilege of my Sex. 

If your Grace diſcovers a Genius ſo ſurpriſing in this 
Dawn of Life, what muſt your riper Years produce! 
Your Grace has already been diſtinguiſhed in a moſt pe- 
culiar Manner, being the firſt young Nobleman that 
ever was admitted into a Houfe of Peers before he 
reached the Age of One and Twenty : But your Grace's 
Judgment and Eloquence ſoon convinced that Au 
Aſſembly, that the excellent Gifts of Nature ought not 
to be confined to Time. We hope the Example that Je- 
land has ſet, will ſhortly be followed by an Exgliſb Houſe 
of Lords, and your Grace made a Member of that Body, 
to which you will be ſo conſpicuous an Ornament. 

Your good Senſe, and real Love for your Country, 
taught your Grace to perſevere in the Principles of your 

lorious Anceſtors, by adhering to the Defender of our 

Religion and Laws; and the penetrating Wiſdom of 

your Royal Maſter ſaw you merited your Honours ere 

he conferr'd them. It is one of the greateſt Glories of a 

Monarch to diſtinguiſh where to beftow his Favours; 

and the World mult do our's Juſtice, by owning your 

Grace's Titles moſt deſervedly worn. 

It is with the greateſt Pleaſure imaginable, the Friends 
of Liberty ſee you purſuing the Steps of your Noble Fa- 
ther: Your courteous affable Temper, free from Pride 
and Oſtentation, makes your Name adored in the 
Country, and enables your Grace tq carry what Point 
you pleaſe, The late Lord I harten will be Hill remem- 
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bered by every Lover of his Country, which never felt 
a greater Shock than what his Death occaſioned: Their 
Grief had been inconſolable, if Heaven, out of it» 


That your Grace has a high Efteem for Learning, 
particularly appears by the Progreſs you made 
therein: And your Love for the Muſes ſhews a Sweet- 
neſs of Temper, and generous Humanity, peculiar to 
the Greatneſs of your ; for ſuch 88 reign not 
in the Breaſt of every Man of e 

Defer no longer then, my L to charm the World 
with the Beauty of your Numbers, and ſhew the Poet, 


as you have done the Orator ; convince 1 1 


Britons, by what vile Arts Fance loſt her Liberty; 
teach them to avoid their own Misfortunes, as well as 
to weep over Henry IV. who (if it were poſſible for him 
to know) would forgive the bold Aſſaſſinꝰs Hand, for the 
Honour of having his Fall celebrated by your Grace's Pen. 
To be diſtinguiſhed by Perſons of your Grace's Cha- 
rater, is not only the higheſt Ambition, but the greateſt 
to an Author; and it is not the leaſt of my 
Vanities, to have it known to the Publick, F had Your 

Grace's Leave to prefix Your Name to this Comedy. 


Muſes, like moſt Females, are leaſt liberal to their own Sex. 
All I dare fay in Favour of this Piece, is, that the 
Plot is entirely new, and the Incidents wholly owing to 


own Invention; not borrowed from our own, or 
from the Works of any Foreign Poet; ſo that 
at leaft the Charm of Novelty to recommend 
are ſo lucky, in ſome leiſure Hour, to 
te hat Dioweficn, they wileatmer the 
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PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mrs. T HUR MO ND: 


Night eve come a bold Deſgn, 
To S to pleaſe * one borrow'd Line; 
Our Plot is new, and regularly clear, 
| And not one fingle Tittle from Mohere. 
O'er bury'd Poets wwe with Caution tread, 
And Pariſh Sextons leave to rob the Dead. 
For yeu, bright Britiſh Fair, in Hepes to charm ye, 
Ve bring to Night a Lover from the Army; 
Yeu know the Soldiers have the ftrangeſt Arts, 
Suck a Proportion of prevailing Parts, 
You'd think that they rid Poft to Womens Hearts. 
J wonder whence they draw their bold Pretence ; 
Ne do not chuſe them ſure for our Defence 
That Plea is both impolitick and wrong, 
And only ſuits ſuch Dames as wvant a Tongue. 
ds it their Eloquence and fine Addreſs ? 
The Sefine/s of their Language ?— Nething lIej5. 
is it their Courage, that they bravely dare 
To florm the Sex at ence *—Epad ! "tis there, 
| They act by us as in the reugh Campaign, 
| Unmindful of Repulſes, charge again: 
They mine and countermine, r:/olved to auin, 
And, if a Breach is made, —thcy will come in. 
You'll think, by what ⁊ue have of Soldiers /aid, 
Our Female Wit was in the Service bred: 
But ſhe is to the hardy Toil a Stranger, 
She loves the Cloth indeed, but hates the Danger : 
Yet to this Circle of the Brave and Gay, 


She bid me, for her good Intentions ſay, 
She hepes you'll not reduce her to Half-Pay. 
As for our Play, tis Engliſh Humour all: 
T hen will you let aur Manufa#ure fall ? 
FFauld you the Honour of eur Nation rai/+, 


Keep Engliſh Credit up, and Engliſh Plays. 


f 
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Dramatis PERSON. 


VV. 


Sir Philip Modelove, an old Beau. Mr. 
Periwinke, a Kind of filly Vir- ; 

— } Mr. Spiller. 
Tredelove, a Charge Broker. 
Obadiah Prim, a Quaker, Hofer. Mr. Pack. 

All Four choſe Guardians to Mrs. Lovely. 
Colonel Fairwel, in Love with Mrs. Mr. Ch. Bullock. 
Freeman, his Friend, a Merchant. Mr. Ogden. 
Simon Pure, a Quaking Preacher. Mr. Griffn. 


Me. Sackbut, a Vintner. Mr. Hull. 
WOMEN. 
Mrs. Lovely, a Fortune of Thirty 
. Pounds. Jure Eallich. 


Mrs. Prim, Wife to Prim the Ho- 


fer Mrs. Kent. 
Betty, Servant to Mrs. Lowely. Mrs. Robins, 


SCENE Londn; Footmen, Drawers, Sc. 


Mr. Bulloch, ſen. 
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A Bold Stroke for a WIRE. 


„ r 
SCENE a Tavern. 
Colonel FainwELL and FattEMaAN ower a Beottlc, 


FREEMAN. 


OME, Colonel, his Majeſty's Health. — You 

are as melancholy as if you were in Love! 1 

wiſh ſome of the Beauties of Bath han't inapt 
Heart. 

Cal. Why Faith, Freeman, there is ſomething in't; 
I have ſeen a Lady at Bath, who has kindled ſuch a 
Flame in me that ail the Waters there can't quench, 

Free. Women, like ſome poiſonous Animal:, carry 
their Antidote about 'em———1; ihe not to be had, Ce- 
bonel ? 

C. That's a difficult Queſtion to anſwer ; however, 
I reſolve to try: Perhaps you may be able to ſerve me; 
you Merchants know one another. —The Lady told me 
herſelf ſhe was under the Charge of four Perſons, 

Free. Odſo! "tis Mrs. Ann Lovely. 

Cal. The fame — Do you know her? 

Free. Know her! Ay — aich. Colonel, your Con- 
dition is more deſperate than you imagine: Why ſhe 
is the Talk and Pity of the whole Town; and it is the 
Opinion of the Learned, * the muit die a Maid. 

5 Cc. 
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Col. Say you fo? That's ſomewhat odd, in this 
Charitable City.—She's a Woman, I hope. 

Free. For aught I know, — but it had been as well 
for her, had Nature made her any other Part of the 
Creation. The Man who keeps this Houſe, ſerv'd her 
Father ; he is a very honeſt Fellow, and may be of Uſe 
to you ; we'll ſend for him to take a Glaſs with us : 
he'll give you her whole Hiſtory, and 'tis worth your 
hearing. 

A I e 

ree. With your Life: I have Obligations enough 
upon him, to make him do any Thing: I ſerve him 
with Wine. [ Knocks. 

Col. Nay, I know him prety well myſelf. I once 
uſed to frequent a Club that was kept here, 

Enter Drawer. 

Drawer. Gentlemen, d'ye call ? 

Free. Ay ; ſend up your Maſter, 

Draxver. Yes, Sir. f Exit. 

Cal. Do you know any of this Lady's Guardians, 
Freeman ? 

Free. Yes, I know two of them very well. 

Enter Sackbut. 

Free. Here comes one will give you an Account of 
them all. —Mr. Sackbut, we ſent for you to take a 
Glaſs with us. Tis a Maxim among the Friends of 
the Bottle, that as long as the Maſter is in Company, 
one may be ſure of good Wine. ; 

Sack. Sir, you ſhall be ſure to have as good Wine 
as you ſend in.—Colonel, your moſt humble Servant; 
you are welcome to Town, 

Col. I thank you, Mr. Sackbur. 

Sack. 1 am as to fee you, as I ſhould a hundred 
Tun of French Cuſtom· free. My Service to 
you, Sir, [Drinks.] You don't look ſo merry as you 
uſed to do; ar'n't you well, Colonel? 

Free. He has got a Woman in his Head, Landlord, 
can you help him ? 

Sack, If tis in my Power, I ſhan't ſeruple to ſerve 
my Friend. : 

Cal. Tis one Perquifite of your Calling. 


Sach, 
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Sack. Ay, at t'other End of the Town, where you 
Officers uſe, Women are good Forcers of Trade: A 
well- cuſtom'd Houſe, a handſome Bar-keeper, with 
clean obliging Drawers, ſoon get the Maſter an Eſtate ; 
but our Citizens ſeldom do any Thing but cheat within 
the Walls.— But as to the Lady, Colonel, point you at 
Particulars? or have you a good Champagne Stomach ? 
Are you in full Pay, or reduc'd, Colonel ? | 

Cal. Reduc'd, reduc'd, Landlord. 

Free. 'Tothe miſerable Condition of a Lover ! 

Sack. Piſh ! that's preferable to Half-pay; a Wo- 
man's Reſolution may before the Peace ; puſh her 
home, Colonel, there's no parlying with the Fair Sex. 

Cal. Were the Lady her own Miſtreſs, I have ſome 
Reaſons to believe I ſhould ſoon command in Chief. 

Free. You know Mrs. L2weiy, Mr. Sackbut. 

Sack. Know her! Ay, poor Nancy; I have carried 
her to School many a froſty Morning. Alas! if ſhe's 
the Woman, I pity you, Colonel: Her Father, my 
old Maſter, was the moſt whimſical out-of-the-way 
temper'd Man I ever heard of, as you will gueſs by his 
Lt Will and Teſtament. — This was his oaly Child: I 
have heard him wiſh her dead a thouſand Times. 

Col. Why ſo? _ 

Sack. He hated Poſterity, you muſt know, and wiſh'd 
the World were expire with himſelf, He uſed to 
ſwear, if ſhe had been a Boy, he would have qualified 
him for the Opera. 

Free. "Tis a very unnatural Reſolution in a Father. 

Sack. He died worth thirty thouſand Pounds, which 
ke left to his Daughter. provided ſhe married with the 
Conſent of her Guardians: But that ſhe might be fare 

never to do ſo, he left her in the Care 1 
1 to each other as the four Elements; each 
has his quarterly Rule, and three Months in a Year ſhe 
is oblig d to be ſubjeQt to each of their Humours, and 
they are pretty different, I aſſure you. She is juſt come 
from Bath. 

Col. Twas there I ſaw her. 

Sack. Ay, Sir, the laſt Quarter was her Beau Guar- 
dian's.—She appears in all publick Places during bis 
Reign, Cel. 
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Col. She viſited a Lady who boarded in the ſame 
Houſe with me: I lik'd her Perſon, and found an 
Opportunity to tell her ſo. She reply'd, ſhe had no 
Odjection to mine; but if I could not reconcile Con- 
tradictions I muſt not think of her, for that ſhe was 
condemned to the Caprice of four Perſons, who never 
yet agreed in any one Thing, and ſhe was obliged to 
pleaſe them all. 

Sack. *Tis moſt true, Sir, I'll give you a ſhort De- 
ſcription of the Men, and leave you to judge of the 
poor Lady's Condition. One is a Kind of Virtuoſo, 
a filly half-witted Fellow, but poſitive and ſurly, fond 
of every Thing antique and foreign, and wears bis 
Cloaths of the Faſhicn of the laſt Century ; doats upon 
Travellers, and believes more of Sir Job Mundewills 
then he does of the Bible. 

Col. That muſt be a rare odd Fellow ! 

Sack. Another is a Change-Broker ; a Fellow that 
will out-lye the Devil for the Advantage of Stock, and 
cheat his Father that got him, in a Bargain: He is a 
great Stickler for Trade, and hates every Man that 
wears a Sword. 

Free. He is a great Admirer of the Datch Manage- 
ment, and ſwears they underſtand Trade better than 
any Nation under the Sun. 

Sack, The Thud is an old Bean, that has May in 
his Fancy and Dreſs, but December in his Face and his 
Heels: He admires all the new Faſhions, and thoſe 
muſt be French; loves Operas, Balls. Maſquerades, and 
is always the moſt tawdry of the Whole Company on a 
Birth- Day, 

Col. I heſe are pretty oppoſite to one another, truly! 
and the Fourth, What is he, Landlord ? 

Sack. A very rigid Quaker, whoſe Quarter began 
this Day.—I faw Mrs. Lowely go in, not above two 
Hours ago,—Sir Plilip ſet her down. What think you 
now; Cclonel, is not the poor Lady to be piticd ? 

Col. Ay, and reſcu'd too, Landlord. 

Free, In my Opinion, that's impoſſible. 

Col. There is nothing im le to a Lover. What 
would not a Man attempt for à fine Woman 2 
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thouſand Pounds? Beſides, my Honour is at flake, I 
promiſed to deliver her, and ſhe bid me win her and 
wear her. | 

Sat. That's fair, Faith. 


Free. If it depended 2 Knight. errantry, I ſhould 


not doubt your ſetting the Damſel; but to have 
Avarice, Impertinence, Hypocriſy, and Pride, at once 
to deal with, requires more Cunning than generally 
attends a Man of Honour, 

Col My Fancy tells me, I ſhall come off with Glo- 
ry. I reſolve to try however.--Do you know all the 
Guardians Mr. Sackbut ? 

Sack. Very well, Sir, they all uſe my Houfe, 

Col. And will you aſſiſt me, if Occaſion requires? 

Sack. In every Thing I can, Colonel. 

Free. Fil anſwer for bim; and whatever I can ſerve 
you in, you-may depend on. I know Mr. Periwinkle 
and Mr. Tradelove; the latter has a very great Opinion 
of my Intereft abroad.—I happen'd to have a Letter 
from a Correſpondent two Hours before the News ar- 
rived of the French King's Death: I communicated it 
to him; upon which he bought all the Stock he could, 
and what with that, and ſome Wagers he laid, be told 
me he had got to the Tune of five hundred Pounds; fo 
that I am much in his good Graces. 

Col. I don't know but you may be of Service to me 
Freeman . 

Free, If I can, command me, Colonel. 

Col. Isn't it poſſible to find a Suit of Cloaths ready 
made at ſome of theſe Sale-ſhops tit to rig out a Beau 
think you Mr. Sackbut ? | 

Sack. O hang 'em.—No Colonel, they keep nothing 
ready made that a Gentleman would be ſeen in: But 
I can fit you with a Suit of Cloaths, if you'd make a 
Figure. Velvet and Gold Brocade They were 
pawn'd to me by a Fc» Count, who had been ſtript 
at Play, and wanted Money to cariy him Home; he 

miſed to ſend ior them, but I have not heard any 
hing of him 

Free. He has not fed upon Frogs long enough yet to 
recover his Loſs ; ba, ha! 


Cul, 
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Col. Ha, ha ! Well, the Cloaths will do Mr. Sac#- 
but,——tho' we mult have three or four Fellows in tawdry 
Liveries: They can be procur'd, I hope 

Free. Egad! I have a Brother come from the Ve 
Indies that can match you; and, for Expedition-ſake, 
you ſhall have his Servants: There's a Black, a 
Tawney-moor, and a Frenchman ; they don't ſpeak one 
Word of Egli, ſo can make no Miſtake. 

Col. Excellent! ! I ſhall look like an Idas 
Prince. Firſt I'll attack my Beau Guardian; where 
hves he ? 

Sack. Faith ſomewhere about St. James's ; tho” to ſay 
in what Street, I cannot; but any Chairman will tell 
you where Sir Philip Madelove lives. 

Free. Oh! you'll find him in the Park at Eleven 
every Day; at leaſt I never paſs thro” at that Hour 
without ſeeing him there. But what do you intend ? 

Col. To addreſs him in his own Way, and find what 
he deſigns to do with the Lady. | 

Free. And what then? 

Col. Nay, that I can't tell; but ] ſhall take my 
Meaſures according]y. 

Sack. Well, tis a mad Undertaking, in my Mind: 
But here's to your Succeſs, Colonel. [ Drinks. 

Cal. Tis ſomething out of the Way, I confeſs ; but 
Fortune may chance to ſmile, and I ſucceed _—— Come 
Landlord, let me fee thoſe Cloaths. Freeman, I ſhall 
expect you'll leave Word with Mr. Sackbut, where one 
may find you upon Occafion ; and ſend me my Nia 
Equipage immediately, d'ye hear? 

Free. Immediately [Exit. 

Col. Bald was the Man who wentur'd firſt to Sea, 
But the firſt vent ring Lovers bolder were. | 
The Path of Lowe's a dark and dung ron Way, 

Without a Landmark, or one friendly Star, 
And he that runs the Riſque deſerves the Fair. Exit. 
SCENE II. Prim's Houſe. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Lov. Muſt I be condemned all my Life to the 
Humours of other People, and pointed at 
every Boy in Town ?—Oh! I could tear my Fleſh, 
and curſe the Hour I was born —lIsn't it monſtrouſly 
ridiculous, that they ſhould deſire to impoſe their 
Quaking Dreſs upon me at theſe Years? When I was a 
Child, no matter what they made me wear, but now—- 
Betty. I would reſolve againſt it, Madam; I'd ſee 
'em hang'd befere I'& put on the pinch'd Cap again. 

Mrs. Low. Then I muſt never expect one Moment's 
Eaſe : She has rung ſuch a Peal in my Ears already, 
that I ſhan't have right Uſe of them this Month, 

Betty. What can you not do, if you will but give 
your mind to it ? Marry, Madam. 

Mrs. Low. What ! and have my Fortune go to build 
Churches and Hoſpitals ? 

Betty. Why let it go.—If the Colonel loves you, 
as he pretends, he'll marry you without a Fortune, 
Madam; and I aſſure you a ColonePFs Lady is no de- 
ſpicable Thing; a Colonels Poſt will maintain you 
like a Gentlewoman, Madam. 

Mrs. Low. So you would adviſe me to give up 
own Fortune, and throw myſelf upon the Colonel's. 

Betty. I would adviſe you to make your ſelf eaſy, 
Madam. 

Mrs. Low. That's not the Way, I'm ſure. No, no, 
Girl, there are certain Ingredients to be mingled with 
Matrimony, without which I may as well change for 
the worſe as the better. When the Woman has For- 
tune enough to make the Man happy, if he has either 
Honour or good Manners, he'll make her eaſy. 
Love makes but a ſlovenly Figure in a Houſe where 
Poverty keeps the Door. 

Betty. And ſo you reſolve to die a Maid, do you, 
Madam ? 

Mrs. Low. Or have it in my Power to make the 
Man I love Maſter of my Fortune. 

Betty. Then you don't like the Colonel ſo well as 
I thought you did, Madam, or you would not take 

Reſolution, 


ſuch a 
P Mrs, 
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Mrs. Low. It is becauſe I do like him, Betty, that I 
I do take ſuch a Reſolution. | 
Bet. Why do you expect. Madam, the Colonel can 
work Miracles? Is it poſſible for him to marry you 
with the Conſent of all your Guardians ? 

Mrs. Low. Or he muſt not marry me at all: And ſo 
J told him; and he did not ſeem diſpleaſed with the 
News. He promiſed to ſet me free; and I. on that 
— promiſed to make him Mafter of that Free- 


Betty. Well! I have read of inchanted Caſtles, 
Ladies delivered from the Chains of Magick, Giants 
kill'd, and Monſters overcome; ſo that I ſhall be the 
leſs ſurprized if the Colonel ſhou d conjure you out of 
the Power of your four Guardians ; if he does, I am 
ſure he deſerves your Fortune. | 

Mrs. Low. And ſhall have it, Girl, if it were ten 
times as much—PFor Ill ingenuouſly confeſs to thee, 
that I do like the Colonel above ail Men I ever faw : 
— There's ſomething ſo Jen!ze in a Soldier, a Kind of 
Je ne ſſai quoi Air, that makes em more agrecable 
then the reit of Mankind. —They command Regard, 
as who ſhould ſay, We are your Defenders. We pre- 
ſerve your Beauties from the Inſults of rude and unpo- 
liſh'd Foes, and ovght to be prefcr: ©: before thoſe lazy 
indolent Mortals, who, by dropping, into their Fathers 
Eſtates, ſet up their Coaches, and tiink to rattle them- 
ſelves into our Aﬀe ions. 

Betty. Nay, Madam, I cor.feſs that the Army has 
engroſſed all the pretiieft Fellows ——A laced Coat and 
Feather have irrefiſtable Charius. 

Mrs, Lev. But the Culonel tas all the Beauties of 
the Mind as well as the Pody.—O all ye Powers that 
favour happy Lovers, grant that he may be mine! 
Thou God of Love, if thou te't aught but Name, 
aſſiſt my Fainwell ; | 


Point all thy Darts te aid Ri. juft Dein, 
Aud make his Plect as frevaliut as tlie. [Exit. 


ACT 
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Ur 
SCENE the Park. 
Enter Colonel finely drefl, three Footmen after him. 
CoLONEL. | 
O, now if I can but meet this Beau !'-—Egad ! me- 
thinks I cut a ſmart Figure, and have as much of 
the tawdry Air as any alias Count or French Marquee 
of them all.—Sure I ſhall know this Knight again — 
Ah! yonder he fits, making Love to a Maſk, i“faith, III 
walk up the Ma/l, and come down by him. [ Ext, 
a Woman maſk'd. 

Sir Phil. Well but my Dear, are you really conſtant 
to your Keeper ? 

Wam. Yes, really Sir, Hey day! Who comes yon- 
der ? He cuts a mighty Figure. 

Sir Phil. Ha! a Stranger, by his Equipage keeping 
ſo cloſe at his Heels. He has the Appearance of a Man 
of Quality, —Poſitively French, by his dancing Air. 

Nom. He croſſes, as if he meant to fit down here. 

Sir Phil. He has a Mind to make Love to thee, Child. 
Enter Colonel, and ſeats himſelf upon the Bench by Sir 

Philip. 

Vom It will be to no Purpoſe if he does. 

Sir Phil. Are you reſolved to be cruel then ? 

Col. You muit be very cruel indeed, if ycu can 
deny any Thing to ſo fine a Gentleman, Madam. 

Takes out his Watch. 

Wm. I never mind the Outfide of a Man. 

Col. And I'm afraid thou art no Judge of the Inſide. 

Sir Phil. I am poſitively of your Mind, Sir, for 
Creatures of her Function tcldom penetrate bey ond che 
Pocket. 

Wam. Creatures of your Compoſition have, indeed, ge- 
nerally more in their Pockets than in their Fieads. [ 4/-ae. 

Sir Phil. Pray what ſays your Watch? mine is down. 

[ Pulling out his Ii ach. 

Col. I want thirty-ſix Minutes of twelve, Sir. 

[Pats wp his Watch, and takes out his San. ber. 
Sir Phil, May I preſume, Sir ? Cal. 
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Cal. Sir, you honour me. Preſenting the Box. 

Sir Phil. He ſpeaks good Engl, —tho* he muſt be a 
Foreigner. [ at.] — his Snuff is extremely good, —and 
the Box prodigious fine; theWork is French, I preſume, Sir. 

Col. I bought it in Paris, Sir. do think the 
Work manſhip pretty neat. 

Sir Phil. Neat ! tis exquiſitely fine, Sir. Pray, Sir, 
if I may take the Liberty of enquiring, — What Coun- 
try is ſo happy to claim the Birth of the fineſt Gentle- 
man in the Vaiverſe ? France, I preſume. : 

Col. Then you don't think me an Eng/ioman ? 

Sir Phil. No, upon my Soul, don't I. 

Col. I am ſorry for't. 

Sir Phil. Impoiũble you ſhould wiſh to be an Eng- 
liſhman Pardon me, Sir, this Iſland could not pro- 
duce a Perſon of ſuch Alertnefs. 

Col. As this Mirror ſhews you, Sir. 

[Puts up a Pocket-Glaſs to Sir Philip's Face. 

Ven. Coxcombs! I'm fick to hear them praiſe one 
another. One ſeldom gets any Thing by Ani- 
mals ; not even a Dinner, unleſs one can dine upon 
Soop and Celery. 

* O Gad, Sir !—Will you leave us, Madam ? 

a, ha! 

Cal. She fears "twill be only loſing Time to ſtay here, 
ha, hg !—1 know not how to diſtinguiſh you, Sir, but 
your Mien and Addreſs ſpeak you Right Honourable. 

Sir Phil. Thus great Souls judge of others by them- 
ſelves—TI am only adorn'd with Knighthood, that's all, 
I affure you, Sir; my Name is Sir Philip Madelowe. 

Col. Of French Extraction? 

Sir Phil. My Father was French. . 

Col. One may plainly ve it —There is a certain 
Gaiety peculiar to my Nation (for I will own myſelf a 
Frenchman) which diſtinguiſhes us every where. —A Per- 
fon of your Figure would be a vaſt Addition to a Co- 

Sir Phil. I muſt own I had the Offer of a Barony 
about five Years ago, but I abhorr;d the Fatigue which 
muſt have attended it.—I could never yet bring myſelf 
to join with either Party, 2 
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Cel. You are perſectly in the Right, Sir Phil. —a 
ane Perſon ſhould not embark himſelf in the flovenly 


Concern of Politicks: Dreſs and Pleaſure are Objects 
1 Y Soul of a fine Gentleman. 

Sir P 

Cal. 


Oht hats indeed onde the Antics of Fnatine, 

Sir Phil. Parbleu il eft un Homme & Eſprits, I muſt em- 
brace you.—{ Nies and embraces.) —Your Sentiments are 
io agreeable to mine, that we appear to have but one 
Soul, for our Ideas and Co us are the ſame. 

Col. I ſhould be ſorry for that. [ 4fide.]—You do me 
too much Honour, Sir Philip. 

Sir Phil. Your Vivacity and jantce Mien aſſured me at 
firſt Sight there was g of this foggy Iſland in your 
Com . May ve your Name, Sir? 

Col. My Name is La Fainwell, Sir, at your Service. 

Sir Phil. The La Fainwells are French, I know; tho” 
the Name is become very numerous in Great Britain of 


Things ſuperior to all Nations under the Sun. 

Sir Phil. Ah! what are they? 

Cal. The Ladies, and the Laws. 

Sir Phil. The Laws indeed, do claim a Preference 
of other Nations, — but, by my Soul, there are fine 
rns 
Power in all Countries. 

Col. There is ſome finiſh'd Beauties, I confeſs, in 
France, Italy, Germany, nay, even in Holland, mais font 
bien rare : But les Belles Angloiſes ? Oh, Sir Philip, where 
find we ſach Women! ſuch Symmetry of Shape ! ſuch 
- n 
weatneſs of Temper ! ſuch commanding Eyes 
= ws Smiles ! : 

ir Ah! parblex von 

Gl, the —— | kr gee WM I declare 
there is no Amuſement fo agreeable to my Gor, as the 
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prevailed upon to enter into what the Vulgar calls the 
Pleafure of the Bottle. if 

Sir Phil, My own Taſte, pofitivement.—A Ball, or a 
Maſquerade, is certainly preterable to all the Producti- 

Col. Infinitely! I the le of Quality in 
England will ſupport that — 1. . — which 
was imported with their Peace, and ſince naturaliz'd 
by the ingenious Mr. Heidegger. 

Sir Plil. The Ladies aſſure me it will become Part 
of the Conftitution—upon which I fubſcrib'd a hun- 
dred Guineas —It will be of great Service to the Pub- 
lick, at leaſt to the Company of Surgeons; and the 
City in . 

Col. Ha, ha! it may help to enoble the Blood of 
the City. Are you married, Sir Philip ? 

Sir Philip. No; nor do I believe I ever ſhall enter 


into that honourable State: I have an abſolute Tendre 


for the whole Sex. 
Col. That's more than they have for you, I dare 
ſwear. [A e. 


Sir Phil. And I have the Honour to be very well with 
the Ladies, I can affure you, Sir; and I won't affront 
a Million of fine Women to make one happy. 

Col. Nay, Marriage is reducing a Man's Taſte to 
a Kind of half Pleaſure ; but then it carries the Bleſ- 
fiags of Peace along with it; one to without 
Fes, and wakes . Pain. n 

Sir Phil. There's ſomething of that in't; a Wife is 
a very | apy for an Exg/i Stomach, — but groſs 
Feeding for nicer Palates, ha, ha, ha ! 

Col. I find I was very much miſtaken, —I imagined, 
you had been married to that young Lady whom I ſaw in 
the Chariot with you this Morning in Gracechurch-flreet. 

Sir Phil. Who, Nancy Lovely? | am a Piece of a 
Guardian to that Lady: Yow muſt know, her Father, 
I thank him, joined me with three of the moſt pre- 


as the Saying is ; ha, ha! 
Col. That's Pity, Sir Philip. If the Lady would 


PP Soul, I am in 
in for the poor Girl; ſhe muſt certainly lead Apes, 


give me Leave, I would endeavour to avert that Curſe. 
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Sir Phil. As to the Lady, ſhe'd gladly be rid of us at 
any Rate, I believe; but here's the Miſchief, he who 
marries Miſs Lovely, muſt have the Conſent of us all 
tour,. —or not a Penny of her Portion.-For my Part, I 
ihall never epprove of any, but a Man of Figure 
and the reſt are not only averſe to Cleanlineſs, but have 
each a peculiar Taſte to gratify.— For my Part, I de- 
clare I would prefer you to all Men I ever ſaw. 

Col. And | her to all Women 

Sir Phil. I aſſure you, Mr. Fainwell, I am for mar- 
ry ing her, for I hate the Trouble of a Guardian, eſpe- 
cially among ſuch Wretches ; but reſolve never to agree 
to the Choice of any one of them,—and I fancy they'll 
be even with me, for they never came into any Propoſal 
of mine yet. 

Col. I wiſh I had your Leave to try them, Sir Philip. 

Sir Phil. With all my Soul, Sir, I can refuſe a Perſon 
of your Appearance nothing. 

Col. Sir, I am infinitely obliged to you. 

Sir Phil But do you really like Matrimony ? 

Col. I believe I could with that Lady, Sir. 

Sir Phil. The only Point in which we differ But 
vou are Maſter of ſo many Qualifications, that I can 
excuſe one Fault; for I muſt think it a Fault in a fine 
Gentleman; and that you are ſuch, Ill give it under 
* o/. I wiſh Conſent to marry 

Col. I wiſh you'd give me your to 
Mrs. Lovely under — — Sir Philip. 

Sir Phil. I'll do't, if you'll ſtep into St. James's 
C:ffee- Houſe, where we may have Pen and Ink ;——tho? 
I can't foreſee what Advan my Conſent will be 
to you, without you could a Way to get the reſt 
of the Guardians.— But I'll introduce you, however: 
She is now at a Quaker's, where I carried her this 
Mor ning, when you ſaw us in Gracechurch- fireet.—l 
aſſure you ſhe has an odd Rageazt of Guardians, as you 
will find whey you hear the Characters, which I'll 
endeavour to give you as we go along. —Hey ! Picure, 
Jae, Reno, — Where are you all, Scoundrels 
Order the Chariot to St. Fames's Coffee-Houſe. 

Col. Le Noir, la Brun, la Blanc.——Morbles, ou fort 
8s Coguins ia All, Monſieur ie Chevalier. 
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Col. Not one Step, upon my » Sir Philip. 
Sir Phil, The beſt bred Man in Ezrege, poſitively. 
Exeunt. 
SCENE changes 1 Obadiah Prim”: 11. 
Enter Mrs, Lovely, followed by Mrs. Prim. 

Mrs. Pr. Then thou wilt not obey me: And thou | 
doſt really think thoſe Fallals become thee ? g 

Mrs. Lov. I do, indeed. 

Mrs. Pr. Now will I be judged by all ſober People, 
I don't look more like a modeſt Woman than thou 
doſt, Anne. 

Mrs. Low. More like a Hypocrite you mean, Mrs. 


Mrs. Pr. Ah ! Arne, Ane, that wicked Philip Mede- 
love will undo thee.——Satan fo fills thy Heart with 
Pride, during the three Months of his Guardianſhip, 
that thou becomeſt a Stumbling Block to the Upright. 

Mrs. Lov. Pray who are they ? Are the pinch'd Cap 
and formal Hood the Emblems of Sanftity ? Does your | 
Virtue conſiſt ia your Dreſs, Mrs. Prim ? 
Mrs. Pr. It doth not confiſt in cut Hair, ſpotted 
Face; and bare Neck —Oh the Wickedneſs of the 
Generation ! The primitive Women knew not the Abo- 
mination of hoop'd Petticoats. 

Mrs. Low. No, nor the Abomination of Cant neither. 
Don't tell me, Mrs. Prim, don't. —I know you have as 
much Pride, Vanity, Self. conceit, and Ambition amon 


thy Dreſs or mine ? Thy 
of the Byſtander, —encoura 
Nature —and the 

Mrs. Lov. And pray who 
bat with evil ings ? Your Maid Tabitha 
Handkerchicf, and yet he made the Saint a Si 
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Mrs. Pr. Well, well, ſpit thy Malice. I confeſs 
Satan did buffet my Son Tobias, and my Servant Tabi- 
tha; the evil Spirit was at that Time too ſtrong, and 
they both became ſubjet to its Workings,—not from 
any outward Provocation,—bur from an inward Call ;— 
he was not tainted with the Rottenneſs of the Faſhions, 
nor did his Eyes take in the Drunkenneſs of Beauty. 

Mrs. Low, No! that's plainly to be ſeen. 

Mrs. Pr. Tabitha is one of the Faithful ; he fell not 
with a ; 

Mrs. Low. So! Then you hold Wenching no Crime, 

ded it be within the Pale of your own Tribe 
ou are an excellent Caſuiſt truly. 
Enter Obadiah Prim. 

Ob. Pr. Not ſtripp'd of thy Vanity, yet Ame! 
Why doſt thou not make her put it off, Sarah ? 

Mrs. Pr, She will not do it. 
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Mrs. Pr. So! now thy Pinners are toſt and thy 
Breaſts pulled up ;—verily they were ſeen enough 
1 ie upon thy filthy Taylor who made thy 

vs. 

Mrs. Lov, I wiſh I were in my Grave! Kill me 
rather than treat me thus. 

O6. Pr. Kill thee! ha, ha! thou thinkeft thou art 
acting ſome lewd Play ſure:—Kill thee! Art thou 
prepared for Death, Anne Lovely? No, no, thou 
would'ſt rather have a Huſbapd, Arne: Thou 
wanteſt a gilt Coach, with fix lazy Fellows behind, 
to flant it in the Ring of Vanity, among the Princes 
and Rulers of the Land Who pamper themſelves 
with the Fatneſs thereof ; but I will take Care that 
none ſhall ſquander away thy Father's Eſtate : Thou 
ſhalt marry none ſuch, Anne. 

Mrs. Low. Wou'd you marry me to one of your 
own canting Set ? 

OG. Pr. Yea, verily, no one elſe ſhall ever get my 
Conſent, I do aſſure thee, Anne. 

Mrs. Lev. And I do afſure thee, Obadiah, that I will 
as ſoon turn Papiſt, and die in a Convent. 

Mrs. Pr. Oh Wickedneſs ! 

Mrs. Lov. Oh Stupidity ! 

O6. Fr. Oh Blindneſs of Heart 

Mrs. Low. Thou Blinder of the World, don't pre- 
voke me, —leſt I betray your Sanity, and leave your 
Wife to judge of your Purity: — What were the 
Emotions of your Spirit——-when you ſqueez'd Mary 
by the Hand laſt Night in the Pantry, —when ſhe 
told you, you buſs'd ſo filthily ? Ah! you had no 
Averſion to naked Boſoms, when you begged her to 
ſhew you a little, little, little Bit of her delicious 
Bubby : Don't you remember thoſe Words, Mr. 
Prim ? 

Mrs. Pr. What does ſhe ſay, Obadiab? 

Ob. Pr. She talketh unintelligibly, Sarah. Which 
Way did ſhe hear this? This ſhould not have reach'd 
the Ears of the wicked Ones:—-Verily, it troubleth 
me. [ AAide. 


Enter 
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Enter Servant, 

Serv. Philip Modelcue, whom they call Sir Philip, is be- 
tow, and ſuch another with him, ſhall I ſend them up ? 

Ob. Pr. Vea. [ Exit. 

Enter Sir Philip and Colonel. 

Sir Phil. How doſt thou do, Friend Prim? Odſo! 
my She-Friend here too! What are you documentin 
Miſs Nancy, reading her a Lecture upon the inch 
Coif, I warrant ye 

Mrs. Pr. I am ſure thou did'ſt never read her any 
Lecture that was good. My Fleſh riſeth ſo at theſe 
wicked Ones, that Prudence adviſeth me to withraw 
from their Sight. [Exit. 

Cal. Oh! that I could find Means to ſpeak with her! 
How charming ſhe appears! I wiſh I could get this 
Letter into her Hand. [ Afede. 

Sir Phil. Well, Miſs Cackzy, I hope thou haſt got the 
better of them. 

Mrs. Low. The Diffculties of my Life are not to be 
ſurmounted, Sir Philip. l hate the !mpertinence of 
him, as much as the Stupidicy of the other. [ Hide. 

O6. Pr. Verily, Philip, thou wilt ſpoil this Maiden. 

Sir Phil. I find we ſtill differ in Opinion; but that 
we may none of us ſpoil her, prithee Prim, let us con- 
ſent to marry her. I have ſent for our Brother 
Guardians to meet me here about this very Thing— 
Madam, will you give me leave to recommend a Huſ- 
band to you ? Here's a Gentleman, whom, in my 


Mind, you can have no objection to. 


[ Preſents the Colonel 9 ber, ſbe 1:5ks another Way. 

Mis. Low. Heaven deliver me trom the formal, and 
the fantaſtic Fool ! 

Cal. A fine Woman, ————a fine Horſe, and fine E- 
quipage, are the fineſt Things in the Univerſe: And if 
I ain ſo happy to poſſeſs you, Madam, I ſhall become 
the Envy of Mankind, as much as you outſhine your 
whole Sex. 

( ds be takes her Hand to kiſs it, he endeavours to 
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Mrs. Lov. I have no Ambition to appear conſpicu- 
ouſly ridiculous, Sir, [1arning from him. 

Cal. So fail the Hopes of Fainaell / - 

Mrs. Lov. Ha! Fainwell! "tis he! What have I done? 
Prim has the Letter, and it will be diſcover d. [ Ffide. 

Ob. Pr. Friend, I know not thy Name, ſo cannot 
call thee by it; but thou ſecſt thy Letter is unwelcome 
to the Maiden, ſhe will not read it. 

Mrs. Lau, Nor thall you; { Snatches the Leiter] III 
tear it in a thouſand Pieces, and ſcatter it, as I will the 
Hopes of all thoſe that any of you ſhall recommend 
to me. 5 * the Litter, 

Sir Phil. Ha! Right Woman, faith ! 

Cel. Excellent Woman ! [LA e. 

O. Pr. Friend, thy Garb ſavoureth too much of 
the Vanity of the Age for my Approbation; notbing 
that reſembleth PH Di:feſowe ſhall 3} love, mark 
that ;——therefore, Friend PL:/7p, bring no more of thy 
own Apes under my Roof. 

Sir Phil. I am fo entirely a Stranger to the Monſters 
of thy Breed, that I ſha!l bring none of them I am ſure. 

Col. I am likely to have a pretty Taſk by that Time 
I have gone thro' them all; bur ſhe's a City worth 
taking, ard *Egad I'll carry on the Siege: If I can 
but blow up the Out-works, I fancy I am pretty ſecure 


of the Town. [Aue. 
Enter Sergant, 

Serv. Toby Periwinkle and 7 H Trueſcwve de mandeth 

to ſee the. To Sir Philip. 


Sir Phil. Bid them come up. 

Mrs. Low. Deliver me from ſuch an Inundation of 
Noiſe and Nonſenſe. Oh Fainwell! whatever thy 
Contrivance be, proſper it Heaven; but oh! I fear 
thou never canſt redeem me. [ Exit. 

Sir Phil. Sec tranſit Gloria Mundi | 

Enter Mr. Periwinkle and Tradelove. 

Theſe are my Brother Guardians, Mr. Fainwe/l, 
prithee obſerve the Creatures. [Alte to Col. 

Trad. Well, Sir Philip, I obey your Summons. 

Per. Pray, what have you to offer for the Good of 
Mrs. Lovely, Sir Phiaip ? 

ir 
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Sir Phil. Firſt I defire to know what you intend to 
do with that Lady? Muſt ſhe be ſent to the Indies for 
a Venture, —or to live an old Niaid, and then 
enter d amongſt your Curioſities, and ſhewn for a 
| Monſter, Mr. Periwinkle ? 

Col. Humph, Curiofities, that muſt be the Virtuoſo. 


[ fie. 

Per, Why what wou'd you do with her ? 

Sir Phil. I wou'd recommend this Gentleman to her 
for a Huſband, Sir, a Perſon whom I have pick'd 
out from the whole Race of Mankind. 

Os. Pr. | would adviſe thee to ſhuffle him again 
with the relt of Mankind, for I like him not. 

Col. Fray, Sir, without Offence to your Formality, 
what may be your Obfections? 

Os. Pr. Thy Perion ; thy Manners ; thy Dreſs; thy 
Acquaintance ; thy every Thing, Friend. 

Sir Phil, You are moſt particularly obliging, Friend, 
ha, ha! 

Trade. What buſineſs Co you follow, pray Sir ? 

Col. Humph, by that Queſtion he mult be the Broker, 
[Ale ] —Buſineſs, Sir! the Buſineſs of a Gentleman. 

Trad. That is as much as to ſay, you dreſs fine, feed 
high, lie with every Woman you like, and pay your Sur- 

n's Bills better than your 'T'aylor's or your Butcher's. 

Cl. The Court is much obliged to you, Sir, for your 
Character of a Gentleman. . 

Trad. The Court, Sir! What wou'd the Court do 
without us Citizens ? 

Sir Phil. Without your Wives and Daughters, you 
mean, Mr. Tradelove. 

Per. Have you travell'd, Sir? 

Col. That Queſtion muit not be anſwer'd Ww 
In Books I have, Sir. 

Per. In Books! That's fine travelling indeed 
Sir Philip, when you preſent a Perſon ] like, he ſhall 
have my Conlent to marry Mrs. L:<elz, till when your 


Servant. f [Exit. 
Cel. I'll make you like me before I have done with 
you, or I'm miſtaken. [Air. 


Trade. And when you can convince me that a Beau 
g 2 is 
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is more uſeful to my Country than a Merchant, you 
ſhall have mine; 'till then you muſt excuſe me. [Ex:. 

Cal. So much for Trade I Il fit you too, [ Affde. 

Sir Phil. In my Opinion, this is very inhuman 
Treatment, as to the Lady, Mr. Prim. 

Ob. Pr. Thy Opinion and mine happens to differ as 
much as our Occupations, Friend; Buſineſs requireth 
my Preſence, and Folly thine ; and fo I muſt bid thee 
farewel. 

Sir Phil. Here's Breeding for you, Mr. Fainwell !— 
Gad take me. 

Half my Eflate I'd give to fee em bit. 
Col. I hope to bite ye all, if my Plat hit. Exit. 


An 


SCENE the Tavern; Sackbut and the Colonel in an 
Egyptian Dreſs. 


Sack. Lucky Beginning, Colonel,——you have got 
the old Beau's Conſent. 

Col. Ay, he's a reaſonable Creature ; but the other 
three will require ſome Pairs —Shall I paſs upon him, 
think you ? *Egad, in my Mind, I look as antique as if 
I had been preterved in the Ark. 

Sack. Paſs upon him! ay, ay, as roundly as White- 
wine daſh'd with Sack does for Mountain and Sherry, 
it you have Aſſurance enough 

Cal. I have no Apprehenſion from that Quarter; 
Aſſurance is the Cockade of a Soldier. 

Sack Ay, but the Aſſurance of a Soldier differs much 
from that of a Traveller.—Can you lye with a good 
Grace ? 
© Col. As heartily, when my Miſtreſs is the Prize, as I 
would meet the Foe when my Country call'd, and King 
commanded ; ſo don't you fear that Part; if he don't 
know me again, I'm ſaſe. I hope he'll come. 

Sack. I wiſh all my Debts would come as ſure ; I told 
him you had been a great Traveller, had many valuable 
Curioſities, and was a Perſon of „ 
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he came. 

Col. Ay, ay, he Cy) not fear my running away. 
Let's have a Bottle of Sack, Landlord, our Anceſtors 
drank Sack. 

Sack. You ſhall have it. 

Col. And where-abouts is the Trap-door you men- 
troned ? 

Sack. There's the Conveyance, Sir. [ Exit. 

Col. Now if I ſhould cheat all theſe roguiſh Guar- 
dians, and of my Miſtreſs in Triumph, it would 
be what the French call a Grand Coup d Eclat. Odſo 
here comes Periwinkle Ah! duce take this 
Beard ; pray Jupiter it does not give me the Slip, and 
ſpoil all. 

Enter Sack but with Wine, and Periwinkle following, 

Sack. Sir, this Gentleman hearing you have been a 

Traveller, and a Perſon of fine Speculation, begs 
ve to take a Glaſs with you; he is a Man of a 
curious Taſte himſelf. 

Cal. The Gentleman has it in his Face and Garb: 
Sir, you are welcome. 

Per. Sir, I honour a Traveller, and Men of your en- 
quiring Diſpoſition ; the Odneſs of your Habit pleaſes me 
extreamly ; tis very antique, and for that I like it. 

Col. "Tis very antique, Sir ;—This habit once be 
longed to the famous Claudius Ptolemens, who liv'd in the 
Year a Hundred and Thirty-five. 

Sack. If he keeps up to the Sample, he ſhall lye with 
the Devil for a Bean-ſtack, and win it every Straw. 

Aſide. 
Per. A Hundred and Thirty five ! why, hers 
ious now — Well, certainly tis the fineſt Thing in 
World to be a Traveller. 

Col. For my Part I value none of the modern Fa- 
ſhions of a Fig-leaf. 

Per. No more don't I, Sir; I had rather be the Jeſt 
of a Fool, than his Favourite, —-I am laugh'd at here 
for my Singularity This Coat, you _ know, Sir, 
was formerly worn by that ingenious 5 very learued 

Perſon, Mr. Jobs 3 radeſcant = of Lene 
Col. 


— 
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Col. John Treſeſcant! Let me embrace you, Sir. 

Jul Traci/cart was my Uncle, by Mother ide and 
1 thank you for the Honour you do his Memory; he 
was a very curious Man indeed. 

Per. Your Uncle, S'r,---Nay, then, tis no Wonder 
that your Taſte is fo ref ned; why you have it in your 
Blood. —-\Ty humble Service to you, Sir, to the im- 
mortal Memory of Jeu Tra#jzart, your never-to- be- 
forgotten Uncle, [ Drinks. 

Cel. Give me a Glaſs, Landlord. 

Per, I fad you are primitiy e, even in your Wine; 
Cary was the Driuk of cur wiſe Forefathers, "tis 
Balſumick, and faves the Charge of Pothecaries Cor- 
dial Ch! that I had lived in your Uncle's Day: ! 
or rather, that he were now alive z—Oh ! how proud 
he'd be of ſuch a Nephew ! 

Sack. Oh Pox ! that world have ſpoil'd the Jeſt. [Hit. 

Per. A Perlun of your Curiolity muſt have collected 
many Rarities. 

Cal. I have ſome, Sir, which are not yet come 
aſhore, as an Ez yftien Idol. 

Per, Pray what may that be ? 

Cel. It is, Sir, a Kind of an Ape, which they for- 
merly worſhipp'd in that Country, I took it from the 
Brealt of a female Mummy. 

Per. Ha, ha! our Womcn retain Part of their Idola- 
try to this Day, for many an Ape lies on a Lady's 
Breaſt, ha, ha, — 

Sack. A ſmart old Thicf. [Aldi. 

Col. Two. Tuſks of an Hippztamus, two Pair of 
Chineſe Nut-crackers, and one Eg jptian Mummy, 

Per. Pray, Sir, have you never a Crocodile ? 

Col. Humph'! the Boatiwain bought one with a De- 
ſign to ſhew it, but touching at Reterdam, and hearin 
it was no Rarity in England, he fold it to a Dutch Poet. 

Sack. The Devil's in that Nation, it rivals us in 
every Thing. 

Per. I ſhould have been very glad to have ſeen a 
living Crocodile. 

Cal. My Genius led me to Things more worthy of 
Regard.—Sir, I have ſeen the utmoſt Limits of this 
globular 
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globular World; I have ſeen the Sun riſe and ſet z 
Kuow in what Degree of Heat he is at Noon, to the 
Ereadth of a Hair, and what Quantity of Combuſtibles 
he burns in a Day, and how much of it turns to Aſhes, 
and how much to Cinders. 

Per. To Cinders! You amaze me, Sir; I never 
kcard that the Sun conſum'd any Thing. Deſcartes 
tells us 

Cal. Deſcartes, with the reſt of his Brethren, both An- 
cient and Modern, knew nothing of the Matter.“ 1 
tell you, Sir, that Nature admits an annual Decay, tho' 
imperceptible to vulgar Eyes, — Sometimes his Rays 
deſtroy below, ſometimes abover—You have heard of 
blazing Comets, I ſuppoſe. 

Per. Yes, yes, I remember to have ſeen one, and 
cur Alt ologers tell us of another which ſhall happen 
very quickly. 

Cal. Tnoſe Comets are little Iſlands bordering on the 
Sun, which at cerizin Limes are ſet on fire by that lu- 
minous Body's moving over them perpendicular, which 
will one Day occaſion a general Conflagration. 

Sack. One need not ſcruple the Colorel's Capacity, 
faith. [Ali. 

Per. This is marve bus ſtrange! Theſe Cinders are 
what I never read of in any of our learned Ditlertations. 

Cal. I don't know how the Devil you ſhouid Ait. 

Sack, He has it at his Fingers Ends; one would ſwear 
he had learn'd i lye at School, he does it fo cleverly. 

[ Zfede. 

Per. Well! you Travellers fee ſtrange Things! Pray, 
Sir, have you any of thole Cinders ? 

Cl. I have, among my other Curioſities. 

Per. Oh, what have J loſt for want of Travelling! 
Pray, what have you elle ? 

Cel. Several Things worth your Attention—T have 
a Muff made of the Feathers of thoſe Geeſe that fav'd 
the Ramam Capit:/, | 

Per. Is't poſſiole? 

Sack, Yes, if you are ſuch a Gander as to believe him. 

Aficte, 

Cal. I have an Indian Leaf, which, open, will 5 

B 4 Acre 
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Acre of Land, yet folds up in fo little a Compaſs, you 
may put it into your Snuff- box. 

Sack, Humph ! That's a Thunderer. [ Afede. 

Per. Amazing! 

Cul. Ak! mine is but a little one; I have ſeen ſome 
of them that would cover one of the Carribbee Iſlands. 

Per. Well, it I don't travel before I die, I ſhan't reſt 
in my Grave Pray, what do the Indians with 
them ? 

Col. Sir, they uſe them in thels Wars for Tents, 
the old Women for Riding-hoods, the Young for Fans 
and Umbrellas. | 

Sack. He has a fruitful Invention. [ Hide. 

Fer. I admire our Ea/t-India Company imports none 
of tem; they would certainly fnd the their Account in 
them. 

Col. Right, if they could find the Leaves. [Aids. 
——Look ye, Sir, do you ſee this little Phial ? 

Per. Pray you, what is it? 

- This is ca'Fd Poluf? ſocio. 

er. Palufioſboio It has a rumbling Sound. 

Cal Right, Sir; it proceeds from a rumbling Na. 
ture. This Water was Part of thoſe Waves 
which bore Cleopatra's Veſſel when ſhe ſail'd to meet 
Anthony 

Per. Well, of all that ever travelled, none had a 
Taſte like you. 

Col. But here's the Wonder of the World —— This 
Sir, is called Zona, or Moros Muſphonon, the Virtues of 
this are ineſtimable. 

Per. Mores Muſphonon ! What in the Name of Wiſ- 
dom can that be ?—to me it ſeems a plain Belt. 

Col. This Girdle has carried me all the World over. 

Per. You have carricd it, mean. 

Col. I mean as I ſay, Sir. Whenever I am girded 
with this, I am inviſible ; aud by turning this little 
Screw, can be in the Court of the Great Mogul, the 
Grand Signior, and King Gy, in as little Time as 
your Cook can poach an Egg. 

Per. You mult pardon me, Sir, I can't believe it. 


Cel. 
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8 . 
Col. If my Landlord pleaſes, he ſhall try the Experi- 
ment immediately. 
Sack. I fond? you kindly, Sir, but I have no Incli- 
nation to ride Poſt to the Devil, 
Col. No, no, you ſhan't ſtir a Foot, I'll only make 


inviſible. 

Sack, But if you could not make me viſible again. 

Per. Come, try it upon me, Sir, I am not afraid cf 
the Devil, nor all his Tricks. *Sbud, I'll ſtand 
'em all. 

Col. There, Sir, put it on,——Come, Landlord, 
you and I muſt face the Eaſt. [They turn about,] Is it 
on, Sir ? 

Per. "Tis on. [ They turn about again. 

Sack. Heaven protect me! Where is he? 

Per. Why here, juſt where I was. 

Sack. Where, where, in the Name of Virtue ? Ab, 
poor Mr. Periwinkle /——Egad, look to't, you had 
beſt, Sir; and let him be — or I ſhall have 
you burnt for a Wizard. | 

Cel. Have Patience, good Landlord. 

Per. Bat really don't you ſee me now ? 

Sack. No more than I ſee my Grandmother, that 
dy'd forty Years ago. 

Per. Are you ſure you don't lye? Methinks I ſtand 
juſt where I did, and ſee you plain as I did before. 

Sack. Ah! I wiſh I could fee you once again. 


Col. Take off the Girdle, Sir. [He takes it off. 
Sack. Ah, Sir, I am glad to fee you with all my 
Heart, [ Embraces him. 


Per. This is very odd; certainly there mult be ſome 
Trick in't. Pray, Sir, will you do me the Favour 
to put it on yourſelf, 

Col. With all my Heart. 

Per. But firſt ord ſecure the Door. 
| 28 You know how to turn the Screw, Mr. Sa{- 

Sack. Yes, yes, Come Mr. Periwink/c, we muſt turn 
full Eaſt. 


[They turn, the Colonel finks down A Trap-deor, 
Cal. Tis done, now turn. — 


3 5 Per. 
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Per, Ha! Mercy upon me; my Fleſh creeps u 
my Bones This muſt be a 88 Mr. Sackbut. wm” 

Sack, He is the Devil, I think. 

Per, Oh Mr. Sackbut, why do you name the Devil, 
when perhaps he may be at your Elbow ? 

Sack. At my Elbow ! marry Heaven forbid. 

Per. Yes, Sir, yes. — How hollow his Voice 
ſounds ! 

Sec. Your's feem'd juſt the ſame Faith, I wiſh 
this Girdle were mine, I'd fell Wine no more, Hark 
ye, Mr. Perix:ink/c, [Takes him afide till the Colonel 
riſes again,] if he would fell this Girdle, you might 
travel with great Expedition. 

Col. But it is not to be parted with for Money. 

Per. I am ferry for't, Sir, becauſe I think it the 
greateſt Curioſity J ever heard of. 

Cel. By the Advice of a learned Phyfiognomiſt in 
Grand Cairs, who conſulted the Lines in my Face, I 
returned to Ee/214, where he told me I ſhould find a 
Rarity in the kce;ing of /our Men, which I was born 
to poſſi. 5 fer the Benefit of Mankind; and the irt of 
the feur that gave me his Conſent, I ſhould preſent him 
with this Girdie— Lill I have found this Jewel, I ſhall 
not part with the Gndle. 

Per. What can that Rarity be? Didn't he name it to 
ou ? 

p Col. Yes, Sir: he called it a Chaſte, Dcautiiul, Un- 
affected Women. 

Per. Piſh! Women are no Rarities -I never 
had any great ane that Way. I married, indeed, to 
pleaſe a Father, and I got a Girl to pleaſe my Wife; 
but ſke and the Child (thank Heaven) died together 
Women arg the very Geugaws of the Creation; 
Playthings for Buys, who, when they write Man, they 
ought to throw aſide. 

Lack. A fine Lecture to be read to a Circle of Ladies! 

[Alle. 

Per. What Woman is there, dreſt in all the Pride 
and Foppery, of the Limes, can boaſt of ſuch a Fore- 
top as the C. Aae ? 15 * 


A 
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as the Lizzard ? 

Per. Such a ſhining Breaſt as the Humming Bird? 

Col. Such a Shape as the Antelope? 

Per. Or, in all the artful Mixture of their various 
Dreſſes, have they half the Beauty of one Box of 
Batterflics ? 

Cal. No, that muſt be allow'd—PFor my Part, if it 
were nat for the Benefit of Mankind, I'd have nothing 
to Jo with them, for they are as indiſterent to me as a 
Sparrow or a Fleſh Ely. 

Per. Pray, Sir, what LDencſit is the World to reap 
from this Lady ? 

Cal. Why, Sir, ſhe is to bear me a Son, who ſhall 
revive the Art ot embalming, and the old Roman 
Manner of Burying the Dead; and for the Benefit of 
Foſterity, he is to diſcover the Longitude, ſo long 
ſought for in vain, 

Per. Od ! theſe are valuable Things, Mr. Sackbut / 

Sack, He hits of admirably, and Yother ſwallows it 
like Sack and Sugar—-[ Le ]-—Certaivly this Lady 
muſt be your Ward, Mr. Perixwin4/e, by her being un- 
der the Care of four Perſons. * 

Per, By the Deſcription it ſhould — "Egad, if I 
could get that Girdle. I'd ride with the Sun, and make 
the / or of the World in four and twenty Hours [ Afrde.] 
And are you to give that G:dl- to the / of the Four 
Cu-:diars that mall give his Conſent to marry that 
Lady, iny you, Sir ? 

C. | am ſo order'd, when I can find him. 

Per. I iancy I know the very Weman— her Name is 
Anne Lowery ? 

Col. Fxccilent!-—he faid, indeed, that the firſt 
Letter of her Name was I. 

Fer. Did be really ?——Well, that's prodigiouſly 
amazing, that a Perſon in Grand Cairo ſhould know 
any Thiug of my Ward. 

Cal. Your Ward! 

Per. To be plain with you, Sir; I am one of thoſe. 
Fur Guardians, | | | | 

Cel, 
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Col. Are you indeed, Sir? I am tranſported to find 
the Man who is to poſſeſs this Mares Muſphonon is a 
re 
drawn up by that famous Egyptian, which if you wi 
pleaſe to ſign, you muſt turn your Face full North, 
and the Girdle is your's. 

Per. If I live till this Boy is born, I'll be embalm'd, 
and ſent to the Royal Society when I die. 

Cal. That you ſhall moſt certainly. 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw. Here's Mr. Staytate the Taylor enquires for 
you, Colonel. 

Cal. Who do you ſpeak to, you Son of a Whore ? 


Per. Ha! Colonel. Aide, 
C. Con found the blundering Dog ! 44 


Draw. Why, to Colonel ——— 

Sack. Get you out, you Raſcul. 

[Kicks him out, und goes after him. 

Draw. What the Devil is the Matter ? 

Col. This Dog has ruin'd all my Schemes, I ſee by 
Periwinkle's Looks. Aue. 

Per. How finely I ſhould have been chous'd —Colo- 
nel, you'll pardon me that I did not give you your Title 
before—it was pu e Ignorance, faith it was——Pray 
—hem, hem! Pray, Colonel, what Poſt had this learned 
Egyptian in your Regiment? 

Cal. A Pox of your Sneer. [ Ffde.) I don't under- 
ſtand you, Sir. | 

Per, No, that's ſtrange ! I underſtand you, Colonel — 
An Egyptian of Grand Cairo! ha, ha, ha—lI am forry 
ſuch a well- invented Tale ſhould do you no more Ser- 
vice We old Fellows can fee as far into a Milſtone 
as them that pick it I am not to be trick'd out of my 
Truſt——mark that. 

Col. The Devil! I muſt carry it off, I wiſh I were 
fairly out. [Ad.] Look ye, Sir, you may make what 
Jeſt you pleaſe——but the Stars will be obey d, Sir, 
and, depend upon't, I ſhall have the Lady, and you 
none of the Girdle,—-Now for Mr. Freeman's Part of the 
Plot, L. [Exit 

5 "ay 
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The Stars ! ha, ha—No Star has favour'd you, 
The Girdle ! ha, ha, ha, none of your 


Per. 
: Tricks paſs Why, what 
—_ icks can upon me — Why, w 
a Pack of Trumpery has this Rogue picked up His 


agod, Polufloboies, his Zanat, Moros 


and 
the Devil knows what — But Pll take Care 
Ay, twas Time to ſneak off Soho! 


Ha, gone! 


Lord Mayor ; I'll Grand Cairo him, with a Pox to him 
I believe you had a Hand in putting this Impoſture 


upon me Sackbut, 
Sackbut. Who I, Mr. Periwink/c? I ſcorn it; I per- 
ceiv'd he was a Cheat and left the Room on to 


ſend for a Conſtable to apprehend him, and endeavour'd 
to ſtop him when he went out——But the Rogue made 
but one Step from the Stairs to the Door, call'd a Coach, 
leap'd into it, and drove away like the Devil, as Mr. 
Freeman can witneſs, who is at the Bar, and deſires to 
ſpeak with you; he is this Minute come to Town. 

Per. Send him in. [Exit. Sackbut.] What a Scheme 
this Rogue has laid ! How I ſhould have been laugh'd 
at, had it ſucceeded! ¶ Eater Freemen booted and D A 
Mr. Freeman, your Dreſs commands your Welcome to 
Town, what will you drink ? I had like to have been 
:mpos'd upon here by the verieſt Raſcal 

Free. I am ſorry to hear it —The Dog flew fort 
he had not ſcap'd me, if I had been aware of him; 
Sackbut ſtruck at him, but mils'd his blow, or he had 
done his Buſineſs for him, 

Per. I believe you never heard of ſuch a Contrivance, 
Mr. Freeman, as this Fellow had found out. 

Free. Mr. Sackbat has told me the whole Story, Mr. 
Periwinkle ; but now I have ſomething to tell you of 
much more Importance to yourſelf. —--I happen d to 
lie one Night at Coventry, and knowing your Uncle Sir 
Toby Periwinkle, I paid him a Viſit, and, to my great 
Surprize, found him dying. 

Per. Dying! 

Free. Dying, in all Appearance; the Servants weep» 
ing, the Room in Darkneſs ; the 'Pothecary, ſhaking his 
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Head, told me the Doctors had given him over; and 
then there is ſmall Hopes, you know. 

Per. 1 hope he has made his Will— he always told 
me, he would make me his Heir. 

Free. I have heard you fay as much, and therefore re- 


ſolv d to give yop Notice. I ſhould think, it would not 


be amiſs it you went down T'o-morrow morning. 

Per. Itis a long Journey, and the Roads very bad. 

Free, But he has a great Eſtate, and the Land very 
good—'T hink upon that 

Per. Why that's true, as you ſay; I'll think upon it; 
In the mean Time, 1 give you many Thanks for your 
Civility, Mr. F.ceman, and ſhould be glad of your 
Company to dine with me. 

Free. I am oblig'd to be at Ferathan's Coftee-Houſe 
at Two, and now it is Half an Hour after One; if L 
_—_— my Buſineſs, il wait on you; I know your 

our. . 

Per. You ſhall be very welcome, Mr. Freeman, and fo 
your humble Servant. [ Exzt. 
Re-entcr Colonel and Sach but. 

Free. Ha, ha, ha, I have done your Buſineſs, Calanel, 
he has ſwallow'd the Bait. 

Cal. I overheard all, thcugh I am a lit le in the dark ; 
I am to perſonate a Ei gh mon, I furpoie——that's 
a Project [| am not fond of; tor tucugi 1 may ftiigit 
him out of his Conſent, he man trighe me out f my 
— when he diicoveis me, as he certainly muſt in the 

nd. 

- Free. No, no, I have a Plot for you without Danger, 
but firſt we muſt manage Trace te- H the Tah lor 
brought your Cloaths ? 

Sack. Yes, Pox take the Ihief. 

Free, Well, well, no Matter, I warrant we have him 
yet But now you muſt put on the Dutch Merchant, 

Cal. The Duce of this trading Plot—I with he had 
been an old Soldier, that I might have atiack'd him in 
my own Way, heard him fig..c over all the Battles of 
the Civil War —— But for Trade, by 7ryiter 1 ſhall 
never do it. 


Sack, 
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Sack, Never fear, Colonel, Mr. Freeman will inſtruct 


ou, 

Free You'll ſee what others do, the Coffee-houſe will 
inſtruct you. 

Col. I muſt venture however.—But I have a farther 
Plot in my Head upon Tradelove, which you muſt aſſiſt 
me in, Freeman; you are in Credit with him, I heard 
you ſay. 

Free. | am, and will ſcruple nothing to ſerve you, 
Colanel. 

Col. Come along then Now for the Dutchman—— 
Honeſt Piolemy. By your Leave. 

Noæu muſt Bag Wig and Bus'neſs como in Play; 

A Thirty-Thouſand- Pound Girl /zads the Way. 


8 N 

SCENE Jonathan's C2ffte-Houſe in Change-Alley. 
A Crowd of People with Rolls of Paper and Parchment 
in their Hands ; a Bar, and Coffee Boys waiting. 


Enter Tradelove and Stock-Jobbers, avi,, Rel!s of Paper 


and Parchment. 


1/2 Stock, FC Outh-Sea at Seven Eighths; who buys? 
24 Stack. South-Sea Bonds due at DMckarlmas, 
1713, Claſs Lottery Tickets? 

2.4 Seck Eaft-India Bonds? 

4 Stock. What, all Sellers and no Buyers? Gentle. 
men, I'll buy a thouſand Pound for Tueſday next, at 
three Forrths, — 

CJ. Dor. Freſh Coffee, Gentlemen, freſh Cofice ? 

Trade. Hark ye, Gabriel, you'll pay che Difference of 
that Stock we tranſacted for t'o.hcr Day ? 

Gab. Ay, Mr. Traaelse, here's a Note for the Mo. 
ney upon the Sverd- Blade Company. [Ove him a Nete, 

Ce. By. Bohea. Tea, Gentlemen ? 

Enter a Ian. 

Mir. Is Mr. Sanggle here! 

// Coff. Bey. Mr. Sauggie s not here, Sir, you'll find 
him at the Books, 

N 24, Stach. 
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2d. Stock. Ho! here comes two Sparks from t'other 

End of the Town ; what News bring they ? 
Enter two Gentlemen. 

Trade. T would fain bite that Spark in the brown 
Coat ; he comes very often into the Alley, but never 
employs a Broker. 

Eater Colonel and Freeman. 

24 Stock. Who does any Thing in the Civil-Lift Lotte- 
ry? or Caco? Zounds, where are all the Jews this Af- 
ternoon ? Are you a Bull or a Bear To-day, Abraham ? 

34 Stock. A Bull, faith, but I have a good Putt 
for next Week. 

Trade. Mr Freeman, your Servant! Who is that 
Gentleman ? 

Free. A Dutch Merchant juſt come to England ; but 
hark ye, Mr. Tradelowe, I have a Piece of News 
will get you as much as the French King's Death did, if 
you are expeditious. 

Trade. Say you ſo, Sir ! Pray what is it? 

Free. ¶ Sbesuing him à Leiter.) Read there, I receiv'd” 
it juſt now from one that belongs to the Emperor's 
Miniſſer. : 

Trade. [Reads.] Sir, 4s lave many Obligations to you, 
I cannot mi/i any f pertunity to flew my Gratitude ; this 
Mament my Lord bas receta d a private Expreſs, that the 
Spaniards have raid their Siege from befere Cagliari ; if 
this proves any Ave to you, it will anjaver both the 
Ends and Wiſes of, Sir, your mofl obliged humble Servant, 

| Henricus Duſleidorp. 
Poſtſcript. 


In two or three Hours the News will be publicd. 

May one depend upon this, Mr, Freeman ? 

[Al ts Freeman. 

Free. Vou may. I never knew this Perſon ſend me 
a falſe Piece of News in my Life. 

Trade. Sir, I am much obliged to you, *Egad 'tis rare 
News.—— Who ſells S$2uth-Sea for next Week? 

Stock Feb. [ All togerher.) I fell; I, I. I. I, I fell. 

1 Stock. I'll fell 5oool. for next Week, at five Eighths. 

24 Stoch. I ſell ten thouſand, at five Eights, for 
the ſame Time. 


Trade, 
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Trade. Nay, nay, hold, hold, not altogether, Gen- 
tlemen, I'll be "ng Bull, Pll buy no more than I can 
take: Will you fell ten thouſand Pounds at a Half, for 
any Day next Week, except Saturday ? 

1½ Stock. I'll fell it you, Mr. Trade/ove. 

Free. [Whiſpers to one of the Gentlemen. 15 

Gent. The ard; rais d the Siege o - 
liari ! irren of it F . 

24 Gent. Rais'd the Siege; as much as you have 
rais'd the Monument. 

Free. "Tis rais d, I aſſure you, Sir, 

24 Gent. What will you lay on't ? 

Free. What you . 

1 Gent. Why, I have a Brother _ 
the Emperor's Service ; I am certain 
fuch Thing, I ſhould have had a Letter. 

24 Stock. How's this? The Siege of Cagliari rais'd ? 
I wiſh it may be true, "twill make Buſineſs ſtir, and 
Stocks riſe. 

„ Stock. Tradelove's a — Bear ; if this 
News proves true, I ſhall fold him the five 
thouſand pounds. ——Pray, Sir, what Aſſurance have 
you that the Siege is rais'd ? 

Free. There is come an Expreſs to the Emperor's 
Miniſter. 

24 Stock, I'll know that preſently. 

"ft Gent. Let it come where it will, I'll hold you fifty 
Pounds 'tis falſe. 

Free. "Tis done. 
3 Pll lay you a Brace of Hundreds pon the 

Ee | 

Free. Pll take y 

WF. 2 "Egad, T'l hold twenty Pieces *ris not 

; i 

Free. Done with you too. 

Trade. I'll lay any Man a Brace of Thouſands the 
Siege is rais'd. 

Free. The Dutch Merchant is your Man to take in. 

[Aide to Tradelove. 

Trade. Does not he know the News? 

Free. Not a Syllable; if he did, he would bet a 

Hundred 


the Spot, in 
there were any 
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Hundred thouſand Pound as ſoon as one Penny 
he's plaguy rich, and a mighty Mau at Wagers. 
[/o Tradzlove, 

Trac. Say you ſo— Egad, Pll bite him, if polũble; 
Are ycu from Holand, Sir? 

Col. Ya, Mynheer. 

Trade Had you the News before you came away? 

Cel. Wat believe you, Mynheer ? 

Trace. What do I believe? Why, I believe that the 
S;aniards have actually rais'd the Siege of Cagliari. 

Col. Wat Duyvel's News is dat? "Tis niet waer, 
Mynheer, tis no true, Sir. 

Trade. "Tis ſo true, Mynheer, that I'll lay you two 
thouſand Pounds upon it. You are ſwe the Letter 
may be depended upon, Mr. Freeman ? 

Free. Do you think I would venture my Money if I 
were not ſure of the Truth of it ? [Alete Trade. 

Col. Two duyſend Pound, Mynheer, tis gadaen—=— 
dis Gentleman {a} hold de Gelt, [Gives Freeman Money 

Trace, With all my Heart—this binds the Wager. 

Free. You have certainly loſt, Mynheer, the Siege is 
rais'd indeed. 

Col. Ik gelov't niet, Mynheer Freeman, ik ſal ye 
dubbled houden, if you plcale. ; 

Free. I am let into the Secret, therefore won't win 
your Money, 

Trade. Ha, ha, ha! I have ſnapt the Dutchman, faith, 
ha, ha! this is no ill Day's Work. — Pray, may I crave 
your Name, Mynhcer ? 

Col. Myn Naem, Mynheer! myn Nacm is Jan van 
Timtamtireicreleita Heer Fuinatell. 

Trade. Zounds, tis a damn'd long Name, I ſtall ne- 
ver remember it—J7;n Hier wan, In, Tim, 7m, — 
What the Devil is it ? 

Free. Oh! rever heed, I know the Gentleman, ard 
will paſs my Word for twice the Sum. 

Trade. "That's enough. 

Col. You'll hear of me ſooner than you'll wiſh, old 
Gentleman, I fancy. [ {fe} Ycu'li come to Sackbut's, 
Freeman. [ Exit. 

Free, Immediately. [Ae to the Colonel, 

1% Man. 


A Bold Stroke for a Wir. 43 


1% Man. Humphry Hump here ? 
24 Boy, Mr. Hunphry Hump is not here; you'll find 
him upon the Dich Walk. 
Trade. Mr. Freeman, I give you many Thanks for 
your Kindnefs, 
Free. I tear you'll repent when you know all. [A ie. 
| Trade. Will you dine with me ? 


Free. I'm engag'd at Sackbut's ; adieu. [Exit. 
Trade, Sir, your humble Servant. Now I'll fee what 
I can do upon *Change with my News, [Exit. 


SCENE II. The Tavern. 


Eater Freeman and Colonel. | 
Frecz. Ha, ha, ha! The old Fellow ſwallowed the 


Bait as greedily as a Gudgeon. 

CJ. J have him, faith, ha, ha, ha !—His two thouſand 
Pounds fecure.————If he would keep his Money, 
he muſt part with the Lady, ha, ha. What 
came of your two Friends? They perform'd their Part 
very well; you ſhould have brought 'em to take a Glaſs 
with us. 

Free. No matter, we'll drink a Bottle together another 
Time.—I did not care to bring them hither ; there's 
no Neceſlity to truſt them with the main Secret, you 
know, Colonel. 

Cl. Nay, that's right, Freeman. 

| Enter Sackbut. 

Sack. Joy, Joy, Clonmel! The luckieft Accident in 
the World. 

Col. What ſay'ſt thou? 

Sack. This Letter docs your Buſineſs. 

Cel. [ Neadm ] Vo Obadiah Prim, Hoſier, near the 
Building call'd the Monument, in London, 

Free. A Letter to Prim! How came you by it? 

Sack, Leoking over the Letters our Poſt woman 
brought as I always do, to ſce what Letters are directed to 
my Houſe, (for the can't read, you muſt know) I "ipy'd 
this to Prim, to paid for it among the Relt ; I have given 
the old Jadea pint of wine on purpoſe to delay Time, till 
you ſce if the Letter be of any Service; then be 
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ſeal it up again, and tell her I took it by miſtake 
have read it, and fancy you'll like the project — Read, 
read Colonel. 

Col. [Reads.] Friend Prim, there is arriv'd from Pen- 
filvania one Simon Pure, a Leacer of the Faithful, who 
hath fejourn'd with us eleven Days, and hath been of great 
Comfort to the Brethren. —He intenieth for the Quarterly 
Meeting in London; I have recommended him to thy Hefe. 
I pray thee treat him kindly, and let thy Wife cheriſh bim, 
for he's of weakly Conftitution——he will depart from us 
the third Day ; which is all from thy Friend in the Faith, 

Aminadab Holdfaft. 
Ha, ha, excellent! I underſtand you, Landlord, I am to 
perſonate this Simon Pure, am I not ? 
' Sack. Don't you like the Hint? 

Col. Admirably well! 

Free. "Tis the beſt Contrivance in the World, if the 
right Simon gets not there before ou 

Col. No, no, the Quakers never ride Poſt ; he can't 
be here before To-morrow at ſooneſt : Do ſend and 
buy me a Quaker's Dreſs, Mr. Sackbut ; ſupoſe, Free- 
man, you ſhould wait at the Briffo/ Coach, that if you ſee 
any ſuch Perſon, you might contrive to give me notice. — 

Free. I will-the Country Dreſs and Boots, are they ready? 

Sack. Yes, yes, every Thing Sir. 

Free. Bring em in then.—[ Exit Sack.] Thou muſt 
diſpatch Periwink/e firſt——remember his Uncle Sir Toby 
Periwinkle is an old Batchelor of Seventy- ſive that he 
has Seven hundred a Year, moſt in Abbey Land that 
he was once in Love with your Mother, and ſhrewdly 
ſuſpected by ſome to be your Father,—that you have 
been thirty Years his Steward, ——and ten Years his 
Gentlemen, remember to improve theſe Hints. 

Cal. Never fear, let me alone for that but what's 
the Steward's Name? 

Free. His Name is Pillage. 

Col. Enough [ Exter Sackbut with Chaths.) Now 
for the Country Pu. Dreſs. 

Free "Egad, Landlord, thou deſervedſt to have the firſt 
Night's Lodging with the Lady for thy Fidelity; — what 
ſay you, > Hall we Gene © Cheb have? you 
one ? | d 
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Col. Make one? Tll bring a Set of honeſt Officers, 
that will ſpend their Money as freely to the King's 
Health, as they would their Blood in his Service. 

Sack. I thank you, Colonel; here, here! [Bell rings. 

[ Exit Sackbut. 

Cal. So, now for my Boots. [Puts on. Boots] Shall I 
find you here, Freeman, when I come back ? 

Free. Yes, ——— or Fl leave Word with Sackbut, 
where he may ſend for me—Have you the Writings, 
the Will and every Thing ? 

Col. All, all! Eater Sackbut. 

Sack. Zounds! Mr. Freeman ! yonder is Trade/ove in 
the damned Paſſion in the World He ſwears you are 
in the Houſe, —he ſays you told him you was to dine here. 

Free. I did fo, ha, ha, ha! he has found himfelf bit 
already 

Col. The Devil! he muſt not ſee me in this Dreſs. 

Sack. I told him I expected you here, but you were 


not come yet 

Free. Very well. make you haſte out, Colonel, and 
let me alone to deal with him : Where is he ? 

Sack. In the King's- Head. 

Co! You remember what I told you 

Free. Ay, ay, very well. Landlord, let him know 
I am come in, — and now Mr. Pillage, Succeſs at- 
tend you. [Exit Sack. 
Cal. Mr. Proteus rather 

From changing Shape, and imitating Jove, 

1 draw the happy Omens of my Lowe. 

Pm not the firſt young Brother of the Blade, 

Who made bis Fortune in a Maſquerade. | Exit Col. 
Enter Tradelove. 

Free. Zounds ! Mr. Tradelove, we're bit it ſeems. 

Trad. Bit, do you call it, Mr. Freeman I am ruin'd. 
fox on your News. 

Free. Pox on the Raſcal that ſent it me. 
Tyra. Sent it Los Why Gabriel Skinfliut has been at 
the Miniſter's, and ſpoke with him, and he has af- 
far'd him tis every Syllable falſe ; he receiv'd no ſuch 
Expreſs. 

Free, I knuw it : I this Minute parted with my Friend, 
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who proteſted he never ſent me any ſuch Letter Some 
roguiſh Stockjobber has done it on purpoſe to make me 
loſe my Money, that's certain: I wiſh I knew who he 
was, I'd make him repent it have loſt 300 J. by it. 

Trade. What ſignifies your three hundred Pounds to 
what I have loſt ? I herc's two thouſand Pounds to that 
Dutchman with a curſed long Name, beſides the Stock 
I bought? the Devil! I could tear my Fleſk I muſt 
never ſhew my Face upon Change more; for, by 
my Soul, I can't pay it. 

Free. I am heartily forry for it! What can I ſerve 
you in? Shall I ſpeak to the Dutch Merchant, and try 
to get you Time for the Payment, 

Trade. Time! Ads heart; I ſuall never be able to 
look up again. 

Free. I am very much concern'd that I was the Oc- 
caſion, and wiſh I could be an Inſtrument of retrieving 
your Misfortune; for my own, I value it not. Adſo! 
a Thought comes into my Head, that, well improv'd, 
may be of Service. 

Trade. Ah! there's no Thought can be of any Ser- 
vice to me, without paying the Money, or running 
away. 

Free. How do we know? What do you think of my 
propoſing Mrs. Lowe/y to him? He is a ſingle Man 
and I heard him ſay he had a Mind to marry an Exgliſ 
Woman——nay, more than that, he faid ſomebody told 
him you had a pretty Ward he wiſh'd you had 
betted her inftead of your Money. | 

Trade. Ay, but he'd be hang'd before he'd take her 
inſtead of the Money ; the Dutch are too covetous for 
that; beſides, he did not know that there were three 
more of us, 1 ſuppoſe. 

Free. So much the better; you may venture to give 
him your Conſent, if be'll forgive you the Wager: 
it is not your Buſineſs to tell him, that your Conſent 
will fignify nothing. 

Trade. That's right as you ſay; but will he do it, 
think you ? 

Free. I can't tell that; but PII try what I can do with 
him—He has promis d to meet me "here an Hour 


hence ; 


» 
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Lence; Pl! feel his Pulſe, and let you know: If I fnd 
it feaüble, Il ſend for you; if not, you are at Liberty 
to take what Meaſures you pleaſe. 

Trade. You muſt extol her Beauty, double her Por- 
tion, and tell him TI have the intire Diſpoſal of her, and 
that ſhe can't marry without my Conſent ; and 
that I am a covetous Rogue, and will never part with 
her without a valuable Conſideration. 

Free Ay, ay, let me alone for a Lye at a Pinch. 

Trade. Egad if you can bring this to bear, Mr. 
Freeman, I'll make you whole again; UII pay the three 
hundred Pounds you Joſt, with all my Soul. ; 

Fres. Well, Fil uſe my beſt Endeavours 
will you be ? 

Trade. At Home; pray Heaven you proſper-——If I 
were but the ſole Truſtee row, I ſhould not fear it. 
Who the Devil would be a Guardian, 

V, when Caſh runs low, our Coffers tenlarge, 

We: can't, like other Stocks, transfer our Charge ? [ Exit. 

Free. Ha, ha, ha he bas it. [ Exit. 


SCENE III. Charges to Periwinkle's Henſe. 


Enter Periwinkle an ane Side, and Footmen on F otber. 


Foot. A Gentleman from Coventry enquires for you, 
Sir. 

Per. From my Uncle, I warrant yow; bring him up 
This will ſave me the Trouble, as well as the 
Expence of a Journey. 

, * Colonel. 

Cal. Is your Name Periwinkle, Sir? 

Per. It is, Sir. 

Col. I am ſorry for the Meſſage I bring My old 
Maſter, whom I ſerved theſe forty Years, claims the 
Sorrew due from a faithful Servant to an indulgent 
Maſter. [Weeps. 

Per. By this I underſtand, Sir, my Uncle Sir Toby 
Perixvinkle is dead. 

Col. He is, Sir, and he has left you Heir to ſeven 
Hundred a Year, in as good Abbey-Land as ever paid 
Peter-Pence to Rome- I with you ang > erp 


Where 
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but my Tears will flow when I think of my Bene factor. 
U..] Ah! he was a good Man —— be has not 
= many of his Fellows——the Poor lament him 

Per. I pray, Sir, what Office bore you ? 

Col. I was his Steward, Sir. 

Per, I have heard him mention you with much Re- 
ſpect; your Name is 

Cal. Pillage, Sir. 

Per. Ay, Pillage, I do remember he called you Pi/- 
8 Mr. Pillage, when did my Uncle die? 
laſt, at Four in the Morning. About 
Tas: he fign'd his Will, and gave it into my Hands, 
and ſtrictly charg'd me to leave Comentry the Moment 
he expir'd, and deliver it to you with what Speed I 
could ; I have obey'd him, Sir, and there is the Will. 

[Gives it to Per. 

Per. "Tis very well, I'll lodge it in the Commons. 

Cal. There are Two Things which he forgot to in- 
» but charg'd me to tell you, that he defir'd you'd 
them as readily as if you had found them writ- 
15 the Will, which is to remove his Corpſe, and 

him by his Father at St. Pauls Covent-Garden, and 

to give at all his Servants Mourning. 

er. That will be a conſiderable Charge; a Pox of 
all modern Faſhions. [e.] Well! it ſhall be done. 
Mr. Pillage, I will agree with one of Death's Faſhion- 
Mongers, call'd an Undertaker, to go down, and bring 
up the Body. 
Col. J hope, Sir, I ſhall have the Honour to ſerve 
you in the ſame Station I did your worthy Uncle; I 
have not many Years to ſtay behind him, and would 
gladly ſpend them in the Family, where I was brought 
up [ee] He was a kind and tender Maliter 
to me. 

Per. Pray don't grieve, Mr. Pillage, you ſhall hold 
your Place, and every Thing elſe which you held under 
my —2 You m me weep 1 ſee 52 ſo 
concern d. (V He liv'd to a . 
—— Lacs. good old Age, and 

Cel. We are ſo, Sir, Warn 


1 1 
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ſegn this Leaſe : You'll find Sir Toby has taken particular 
Notice of it in his Will-———1 could not get it Time 
enough from the Lawyer, or he had fign'd it before he 
dy'd. [Gives him a Paper. 
Per. A Leaſe ! for what? 

Col. I rented a Hundred a Year of Sir Toby upon 
Leaſe, which Leaſe expires at Lady-Day next. 1 defue 
to renew it for twenty Years ——that's all, Sir. 


Per. Let me ſee Looks over the Leaſe. 
Col. Matters go ſwimmingly, if nothing — 
ſee. 


Per. Very well—Let's fee what he ſays in his Will 
about it, 
[ Lays the Leaſe upon the Table, and loobs on the Will. 
Col. He's very wary, yet I fancy I ſhall be too cun- 
ning for him. [ Afide. 
Per. Ho, here it is—The Farm ling —— now in Poſ- 
en of Samuel Pillage—/uffer him to renew lis Leaſe — 
at the ſame Rent—— Very well Mr. Pillage, I fee my 
Uncle does mention it, and I'll perform his Will. Give 


me the Leaſe—[Col. gives it him, he laat, upon it, and 


bays it upon the Table.) Pray you ttep to the Door, and 
call for a Pen and Ink, Mr. Pillage 

Cel. I have a Pen and Ink in my Pocket, Sir, [Pulls 
out an Inkborn.] | never go without that. 

Per. I think it belongs to your Profefiion—[ He looks 
upon the Pen, while the Col. changes the Leaſe, and lays 
down the Contra.) I doubt this is but a ſorry Pen, tho® 
it may ſerve to write my Name, [Vit. 

Col. Little does he think what he ſigns. LTlar. 

Per. There is your Leaſe, Mr. Pillage, [Ci ves him 
the Paper. ] Now I muſt deſire you to make what Haſte 
you can duwn to Coventry, and take Care of every 
Thing, and Pil tend down the Undertaker for the Bo- 
dy; do you attend it up, aud whatever Charge you 
are at, Ill repay you | 

Col. You have paid me already, I thank you, Sir. [ He. 

Per Weill you dine with me? 

Co! Loud rather not, there are ſome of m- N 


C this 


dich - | 


bours which I met as I came along, who leave the Town 


Ly 


mans Name 
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this Afternoon, they told me, and I ſhould be glad of 
their Company down. 
Per. Well, well, I won't detain you. 


Cal. I don't care how ſoon I am out. Afeae, 
Per. I will os Ons about Mourning. * 
Cl. You will have Cauſe to mourn, hes you know 


your Eſtate imaginary only. [ Hide, 

You'll find your Hopes and Care alike are vain, 

in Spite of all theCaution you have ta'en, 

Fortune rewards the 7 Lover i Pain. [Exit. 

Per. Seven Hundred a Year ! I wiſh he had died ſe- 
venteen Years ago: — Wnat a valuable Collection of 
Rarities might I have had by this Time !--] might have 
travell'd over all the known Parts of the Globe, and 
made my own Cloſet rival the Vatican at Rome. 
Odſo, I have a good mind to begin my Travels now; 
iet me ſee ——l am but Sixty! My Father, 
Grandfather, and Great Grandfather, reach'd Ninety 
odd ;—I have almoſt forty Years good: Let me 


- confider! what will ſeven hundred a Year amount to in 


—  — ay ! in thirty Years, TIl ſay but Thirty Thirty 
times Seven, is ſeven times Thirty———that is——juſt 
twenty-one thouſand Pounds,— tis a great deal of Mo- 
ney. -I may very well reſerve fixteen Hundred 
of it for a Collection of ſuch Rarities, as will make my 
Name famous to Poſterity ; I would not die like 
other Mortals, forgotten in a Year or two, as my Uncle 
will be No, 

With Nature's curious Works I'll raiſe my Fame, 

That Men, *till Doom's-Day, may repeat my WP 

xit, 
SCENE changes to a Tavern; Freeman and Tradelove 
| over a Bottle. 

Trade, Come, Mr. Freeman, here's Mynheer Jan Van 

Tim, Tam, Tam;-——I ſhall never think of that Dutch- 


Free. Mynheer Jan Van Timtamtirelireletta Heer Van 
Fainwell. 


Trade. Ay, Heer Van Fainwell, I never heard ſuch a 
confounded Name in my Life—here's his Health, 1 
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Free. With all my Heart. 

Trade. Faith I never expected to have found ſo gene- 
rous a Thing in a Dutchmar., 

Free. Oh, he has nothing of the Hel/lander in his 
Temper —— except an Antipathy to Monarchy-——As 
ſoon as I told him your Circumſtances, he reply'd, he 
would not be the Ruin of any Man for the World--and 
immediately made this Propoſal himſelf. Let him 
take what Time he will for the Payment, ſaid he; or 
if he'll give me his Ward, PIl forgive him the Debt. 

Trade. Well, Mr. Freeman, I can but thank you... 
Egad you have made a Man of me again! and if ever I 
lay a Wager more, may [ rot in a Gaol. 

Free. Jaſſure you, Mr. Tradlowe, I was very much 
concern'd, becauſe I was the Occalion,-——tho? very 
innocently, I proteſt. | 

Trade. I dare ſwear you was, Mr. Freeman. 

Enter a Fidler. 

Fid. Pleaſe to have a Leſſon of Muſick, or a Song, 
Gentlemen ? 

Free. A Song; Ay, with all our Hearts; have you 
a very merry one? 

Fid. Yes, Sir, my Wife and [| can give you a merry 


b [ Here is the Song. 
Trade. "Tis very pretty Faith. 
Free. There's ſomething for you to drink, Friend, go, 
loſe no Time. 
Fid I thank you, Sir. _ 
Enter Drawer, and Colonel ae for the : 
Merchant 


Cal. Ha, Mynheer Tradelove, Ik ben ſorry voor your 
Troubles—maer Ik fal you eafie maken, Ik will de 
gelt nie hebben | 
Fe Trade. I ſhall for ever acknowledge the Obligation, 
ir. 

Free. But you underſtand upon what Condition, Mr. 
Tradelove; Mrs. Lovely. 

Cal. Ya, de Frow ſal al te regt ſetten, Mynheer, 

Trade. With all my Heart, Mynheer; you ſhall have 
my Conſent to marry her freely 

Free, Well, then, as I am a Party concern'd be- 

C 2 tween 
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tween you, Mynheer Jan Van Timtamtirelirelettia Heer 
Jan Fainxell thall give you a Diſcharge of your Wager 
under his own Hand,--—and you ſhall give him your 
Conſent to marry Mrs. Lowely under your's 
is the Way to avoid all Manner of Diſputes hereafter. 
Col. Ya, Weeragtig. 
Trade. Ay, ay, ſo it is, Mr. Freeman, I'll give it un- 
der mine this Minute. | [Sets donun to write. 
Cal. And ſo Ik al. Sits down to ui ute. 
Free. So ho, the Houſe, [ Enter Drawer.) Bid your 
Maſter come up l'll fee there be Witneſſes enough 


to the Bar ain. * hate. 
- Enter Sack but. [4 


Sack. Do you call, Gentlemen ? 

Free. Ay, Mr. Sackbut, we (hall want your Hand 
here 

Trade. There Mynheer, there's my Conſent as amply 
25 you can defire ; but you mutt inſert your own Name, 
for I know not how to ſpell it; I have left a Blank for 
it. [Gives the Colonel a Paper. 

Cal. Ya Ik ſal dat well doen 

Free, Now, Mr. Sackbat, you and I will witneſs it. 

[7 hey write. 

Cel. Dazr, Mynheer Trade/ove is your Diicharge. 

[ Gives bim a Paper. 

Trab. Be pleaſed to witneſs this Receipt too, Gen- 

tlemen. _ [Freeman and Sack but put their Hands. 

Free. Ay, ay, that we will. 

Col. Well, Mynhcer, y2 moſt meer doen, ye moſt 
yn voorſprach to de Frow Syn. 

. wn He means you muit recommend him to the 
ady. 
Trade. That I will, and to the reſt of my Brother 

Guardians. 

Col. Wat voor, de Dayvel heb you meer Guardians? 
Trade. Only Three, Myuheer. 

Col. What don der heb ye Myn betrocken Mynbeer 
Had Ik dat gewoeten, Is ſoude eaven met you geweelt 
Syn. 
"Sack, But Mr. Tradelove is the Principal, and he can 
do a great deal with the reſt, Sir. hs 
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Free. And he ſhall uſe his Intereſt, I promiſe you, 
Mynheer. 

Trade. I will fay all that ever I can think on to re- 
commend you, Mynheer; and if you pleaſe, Pll ia- 
troduce you to the | ady. | 

Cal. Well, dat is waer—Maer ye muſt firſt ſpreken 
of Myn to de Frow, and to oudere Gentlemen. 

Free. Ay, that's the beſt Way,—and then I and the 
Heer Van Fainwell will meet you there. 

Trade. T will go this Moment, upon Honour 
Your moſt obedient humble Servant. ———My ſpeakinz 
will do you little Good, Mynheer, ha, haz we have 
bit you, faith, ha, ha. 


Nell, — 5 Debt's diſcharged, and for the Man, 
'as my conſent—to get ker, if he can, [Exit. 


Cal. Ha, ha, ha! this was a Mafter-Piece of Contri- 
vance, Freeman. | 
himſelf wich his ſuppoſed good For- 


Free. He hugs 
tune, and little thinks the Luck's on our Side ;—bur 
come, purſue the fickle Goddeſs while ſhe's in the 
Mood —Now for the Quaker. 
- Col. That's the Taſk. 


all the Connterfeits ferform'd 
| 7 Soldier makes the nth — [Exeunt. 


56s A Bold Stroke for a Warr. 


— 
Am. 


CET © SCENE A 


SCENE Prim': Houſe. 


Euter Airs. Prim and Mrs. Lovely in Quakey”s 
Dreyes, meeting. 


Airs. Pr OO, ncw I like thee Arne; art thou not 

better w.thout thy monſtrous Hoop. Coat 

and Patches ?-—!f Heaven ftould make thee ſo many 

_ Spots upen thy Face, wou'd it not fright thee, 

Mrs. Low. If it ſhou'd turn your Infide outward, and 

ſhew all the Spots of your Hypocriſy, twou'd fright 
me worſe ! 

M.. Pr. My Hypocriſy ! I ſcorn thy Words, Anne, 
F lay no Baits. 9 

Mrs. Low. If you did, you'd catch no Fiſh. 

Ars. Pr. Well, well, make thy Jeft:—but Fd have 
thee to know, Arne, that I cou'd have catch'd as many 
Fith (as thou call'ſt them) in my Time, as ever thou 
did'ſt with all thy Fool-Traps about thee—lf Admirers 
be thy Aim, thou wilt have more of them in this 
Dreſs than the other—The Men, take my Word fort, 
are molt deſirous to ſee what we are moſt carte ſul to 
conceal. 

Ars. Low. Is that the Reaſon of your Formality, 
Mrs. Prim? Truth will out: I ever thought, indeed, 
there was more Deſign than Godlineſs in the pinch'd 
Cap. 

2 Pr. Go, tl. ou art corrupted with reading lewd 
Plays, and filthy Romances, good for nothing but 

do 


— 
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to lead Youth into the High Road of Fornication.——_ 
Ah! I wiſh thou art not already too familiar with the 
wicked Ones. 

i. Lew. Too familiar with the wicked Ones ! Pray 
no more of thoſe Freedoms, Madam. I am fami- 
har with none fo wicked as your ſelf: How dare 
you thus talk to me ! you, you, you, unworthy Woman 
you. [ Burſt into Tears. 


Enter Tradelove. 


Trade, What in Tears, Nancy ? What have you done 
to ber Mrs. Prim, to make her weep ? 

Mrs. Liv. Done to me! I admire I keep my Senfe3 
among you ;—but I will rid myſelf of your Tyranny, it 
there be either Law or Juſtice to be had; I'll force 
you to give me up my Liberty, 

Mrs. Pr. Thou haſt more need to weep for thy Sins, 
Aune — Yea, tor thy manifold Sins. 

Mrs. Low. Don't think that I'll be ſtill the Fool which 
you have made me.— No, TIl wear what I pleaſe 
go when and where I pleaſe, —and keep what Com- 
pany I think fit, and not what you ſhall direct. 
will 

Trade. For my Part, I do think all this very reaſon- 
able, Mrs. Lovely, —tis fit you ſhould have your Liberty, 
and for that very Purpoſe I am come. 


Zier Mr. Periwinkle, ad Obadiah Prim, with a 
Letter in bis Hand, 


Per. I have bought ſome black Stockings of your 
Huſbind, Mrs. Prim, but he tells me the Glover's 
Trade belongs to you; therefore I pray you look me out 
five or ſix Dozen of mourning Gloves, ſuch as are given 
at Funerals, and ſend them to my Houſe. 

O5. Pr. My Friend Periwinkle has got a good Wind- 
fall to-day—ſeven Hundred a Year, 

Ars. Pr. I wiſh thee Joy of it, Neighbour, 

Trade. What, is Sir Toby dead then ? 

Per. He is! You'll take Care, Mrs. Prim. 

| | C 4 M, 2. 
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Mrs Pr. Yea, I will Neighbour, | 
O6. Pr. This Letter recommendeth,.a Speaker; tie 
from Aminadab Holdfuft of Briftel; peradventure he will 
be here this Night; therefore Sarah, do thou take Care 
tor his Reception. i Gives her the Letter. 
Mrs. Pr. I will obey thee. . [Exi. 
Ob. Pr. What art thou in the Dumps for Anne ? 

Trade. We muſt marry her, Mr. Prim. 

O Pr. Why truly, it we cou'd find a Huſhand worth 
having, I ſhould be as glad to ſce her married as thou 
wouid'ſt, Neighbour. 

Fer. Well iaid, there are but few worth having. 

Trade, I can recommend you a Man bew, that I 


think you can none of you have an Objeftion to! 


Enter Sir Philip Modelove. 


Per You recommend? Nay, whenever ſhe marries, 
I'll recommend the Huſband 

Sir Phil. What muſt it be, a Whale or a Rhinoceros, 
Mr. Periwinkle, ha, ha, ha? Mr. Tradelowe, I have a 
Bill upon you [Gives kim a Paper] and have been ſeek- 
ing for you all over the Town. 

Trade. I'll accept it, Sir Philip, and pay it when 
due, 

Per. He ſhall be none of the Fops at your End of the 
Town, with full Perukes and empty Skulls, — nor yet 
any of your trading Gentry, who puzzle the Hera'ds 
to find Aims for their Coaches. No, he ſhall be a Man 
famous for Travels, Solidity and Curiofity= 
one who has ſearch'd into the Profundity of Nature ! 
When Heaven ſhall direct ſuch a One, he ſhall have 
my Conſent, becauſe it may turn to the Benefit of 
Mankind. 

Mrs Lov The Benefit of Mankind! What, would 
you anatomize me ? 

Sir Ptil. Ay, ay, Madam, he would difſe& you 

Trade. Or, pore over you through a Microſcope, to 
f:e how your Blood circulates from the Crown of your 
Head to the Sole of your Foot —ha, ba! but 1 
have a Huſband for you, a Man that knows how to im- 


prove 
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prove your Fortune; one that trades to the four Corners 
of the Globe 

Mrs. Low. And would fend me for a Venture per- 
haps. 

Trad. One that will dreſs you in all the Pride of Eu- 
rope, Affa, Africa and America a Dutch Merchant, 
my Girl. 

Sir Phil. A Dutchman! ha, ha, there's a Huſband for 
a fine Lady. — Va Frow, will you meet myn Slapen 
— ha, ha; he'll learn you to talk the Language of the 
Hogs, Madam, ha, ha! 

Trade. He'll learn you that one Merchant is of more 
Service to a Nation than fifty Coxcombs —The Dutch 
know the trading Intereſt to be cf more Benefit to the 
State, than the Landed. 

Sir Phil But what is either Intereſt to a Lady? 

Trade. Tis the Merchant makes the Bell. How 
would the Ladies ſparkle in the Box without the Mer- 
chant? The lila: Diamond! The French Brocade! 
The [talian Fan! 'The Flanaers Lace! The fine Datch 
Holland! How would they vent their Scandal Gyr 
their Tea Tables? And where would your Beaux have 
Champagne to toalt their Mittrefics, were it not for the 
Merchant ? 

Ob. Pr. Veril; Neighbour Tradelove, thou doſt waſte 
thy Breath about nothing—All that thou haſt ſaid ten- 
deth only to debauch Youth, and fill their Heads wich 
the Pride and Luxury of this World] he Merchant 
is a very great Friend to Satan, and ſendeth as many to 
his Dominions as the Pope. 

Per. Kight, I ſay Knowl-dge makes the Man. 

Ob. Pr. Yea, but not thy Kind of Knowledge it 

is the Knowledge of Truth. — Search thou for che 
Light within, and not for Baubles, Friend. 
Mrs. Lev. Ab, ſtudy your Country's Good, Mr. Per. 
 avinkle, and not her Inſects —Rid you of your home 
bred Monſters, before you fetch any from abroad ] 
dare ſwear you have M:ggois enough in your own B 
to ſtock all the F7irtuo/o's in Eurcpe with Butterflies. 

Sir Phil. By my Soul, Miſs Nancy's a Wit. 

Os. Pr. That is more than ſhe can ſay by thee, 

C 5 Friend 
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Friend Look ye, it is in vain to talk, when I 
meet a Man worthy of her, ſhe ſhall have my Leave 
to marry him. 

Mrs. Lu. Piovided he be of the Faithful 
Was there ever ſuch a Swarm of Caterpillars to blaſt the 
Hopes of a Woman! [de.] Know this, that you con- 
tend in vain: I'll have no Huſband of your chuling, 
ncr ſhall you lord it over me long I'll ery the 
Power of an Eugliß Senate Orphans have been 
redref(>'d, and Wills ſet afide And none did ever de- 
ſerve their Pity mote—— —Oh Fainwell! where are thy 
Promiſes to free me from theſe Vermin? Alas! the 
Taſk was more difficult than he imagin'd ! 


A harder Taſt than what the Poets tell 
Of Tore, the fair Andromeda befell ; 
She but one Monfer fear d, Pre four to fear, 


Aud je: no Perſeus, no Delivrer near. [ Exiz. 
Enter Servant, and wwhiſfers to Prim. 
S. rv. One Sim, Pure enquireth for thee, 
Per. The Woman is mad. Krit. 
Sic Phil. So you are all in my Opinion. Erie. 


OG. Pr. Friend Tracelove, Buſineis requireth my Pre- 
fence. | 
Trade. Oh, I ſhan't trouble you—Pox take him for 
an unmannerly Doz——However, I have kept my Word 
with my Datcoxen, ard will introduce him too for all 


you. [ Exrt. 
Enter Colonel in a Praker”s Habit. 


O05. Pr. Friend Pure, thou art welcome; how is it 
with Friend Heli, and all Friends in Briffol # 
Timothy Littleworth, Jan Slenderbrain, and Chriſtopher 
Aretfaitb? * Aft - 

Col. A goodly Company ! J They are in 
Health, I thank thee for 1 

Ob. Pr. Friend Hol/dfaft writes me word, that thou 
cameſt lately from Penfifrania, how do all Friends 
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Cal. What the Devil ſhall I fay? I know juſt as 
much of Pexfiivania as I do of Briſtsl. [ Hf te. 
Os. Pr. Do they thrive ? 


Cal. Yea Friend, the Bleſſing of their good Worka 
fall ayes them. 


Enter Mrs. Prim and Mrs. 18 


©6. Pr. Sarah, know our Friend Pure. 

Mrs. Pr. Thou art welcome. f He ſalutes Ber. 

Cal. Here comes the Sum of all my Wiſhes — How 
charming the appears, even in that Diſguiſe! LW. de. 

O6. Pr. Why doit thou conlider the Maiden 
tentively, Friend ? 

C4. I will tell thee: About four Days ago I ſaw a 
Viſion— This very Maiden, but in vain Attire, ſtanding 
on a Precipice; and heard a Voice, which called me 
by my Name——and bid me put forth my Hand and 
ſave her from the Pit I did fo, and methought the 
Damſel grew to my Side. 

Mrs. Pr. What can that portend ? | 

Ob. Pr. The Damſci's Converhon—I am perſaaded: 

Ms. Low. That's falſe, Lin fure=———— [A. 

Gb. Pr. Wil: thou uſe the Means Friend Pure? 

Col. Means! what Means? I: ſhe not thy Daughter, 
already one of the Faithful ? F 

Mrs. Pr. No, alas! ſhe's one of the Ungodly. 

Ob. Pr. Pray thee mind what this good Man will ſay 
unto thee; he will teach thee the Way chat thou ſhould- 
eſt walk, dane. 

Mrs. Lov. I know my Way without his Inſtructions: 
I hop'd to have been quiet, when once I had put on 

odious Formalicy here. 

Cl. Then thou weareſt it out of Compulſion, not 
Choice, Friend ? 

Mrs Low Thou art in the right of it, Fend 

Mrs. Pr. Art thou not aſhamed to mimick the good 
Man? Ah! thou art a ſtubborn Girl. 

Cal. Mind her not; ſhe hurteth not me... If thou wilt 
leave her alone with me, I will diſcuſs ſome few Points 
with her, that may perchance ſoften her Stubborneſs, 
and melt her into Compliance. 05. 
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O5. Pr. Content: I pray thee put it home to ler. 
Come, Sarah, let us leave the good Man with her. 

Mrs. Low (_ hold of Prim, be breaks looſe, and 
Exit. ] What do you mean—to leave me with this old 
Enthufiaſtical Canter? Don't think, becauſe I comply'd 
with your Formality, to impoſe your ridiculous Doc- 
wine upon me. 

A I pray thee, young Woman, moderate thy Paſ- 


n. 

Mrs. Dov. I pray thee walk after thy Leader, you 
wilt but loſe your Labour upon me.—Theſe Wretches 
will certainly make me mad ! 

C I am of another Opinion; the Spirit telleth me 
3 ſhall cenvert thee, Anne 

Mrs. Lev. Tis a lying Spirit, don't believe it. 

Col. Say ſt thou io? Why then thou ſhalt convert me, 
my Angel. [ Catching her in his Arms. 

Mrs. Low. [Siriets.] Ah! Monſter hold off, or I'II 
tear thy Eyes our. 

Col. Fluſh! for Heaven's-fake—doft thou not knaw 
me? I am Fainwell. 

Mrs. Lov. Fainwell! [Enter old Prim.] Oh I'm un- 
done ! Prim here——I wiſh with all my Soul I had 
been dumb. 

O5. Pr. What is the Matter? Why did'ſ thou ſhriek 
out Anne. 

Mrs. Lev. Shriek out! III ſhriek and ſhriek again, 
ery Murder, Thieves, or any Thing, to drown the 

Noiſe of that eternal Babbler, if you leave me with him 
any longer. 

0, Pr. Was that all? Fie, fie, Are. 

Cal. No Matter, I'll bring down her Stomach III 
warrar: thee Leave us, I pray thee. 

Ob P-. Fare th e well. [ Exit. 

Col. My cha ming lovely Woman! Embraces her. 

Mrs. Lev. What: mean ſt thou by this Diguiſe, Fain- 
avelt 

Cal. To ſet the free, if thou wilt perform thy Pro- 
miſe, 

Mrs. Low. Make me Miſtreſs of 
make thy own Conditions, 


my Fortune, and 
Col. 
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Co/ This Night ſhall anſwer all my Wiſhes —— See 
here, I have the Conſent of three of thy Guardians al- 
ready, and doubt not but Prim will make the fourth, 


| | Prim lfening. 
O6. Pr. I would gladly hear what nts the 
good Man uſeth to bend her. [ Hide. 


Mrs. Lov. Thy Words give me new Life, methinks. 

O6, Pr. What do I bear? 

Mrs. L»v. Thou beſt of Men, Heaven meant to bleſs 
me ſure, when I firſt ſaw thee. 

O3. Pr. He hath mollifed her. Oh wonderful 
Converſion ! 

Col. Ha! Prim liftening.-No more, my Love, we 
are obſerved ; ſeem to be edified, and give em Hopes 
that thou wilt turn Quaker, and leave the Reſt to me. 
f Aloud.) I am glad to find that thou are touch'd with 
what I ſaid unto thee, Arne ; another Time I will ex- 
plain the other Article unto thee ; in the mean white, 

be thou dutiful to our Friend Prim. 

Mrs. Lov. 1 ſhall obey thee in every Thing. 


Enter Obd. Prim. 


O6. Pr. Oh what a prodigious is here! Thou 
haſt wrought a Miracle, Friend! Aue, how doſt thou 
like the Doctrine he hath preached ? 

Mrs Low. So well, that I could talk to him for ever, 
metkinks—TI am aſhamed of my former Foily, and aſk 
your Pardon, Mr. Prim. h 

C Enough, enough, that thou art ſorry; he is no 
Pope, Anne. 

Ob. Pr. Verily, thou doſt rejoice me exceedingly, 
Friend; will it pleaſe thee to walk into the next Room, 
and rei:eſh; thyiclt—— Come, take the Maiden by the 
Hand 

Cal. We will follow thee. | 


) Enter Servant. 
1 There is another Simon Pure enquireth for thee, 
Col. The Devil there is.. 1 
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Ob. Pr. Another Simon Pare ] I do not know him, is 
he any Relation of thine ? 

Col. No Friend, I know him not——Pox take h m, 
I wiſh he were in Penfi/vania again, with all my Soul. 

Af te. 

Mrs. Low. What thall I do? Ah 

O6. Pr. Bring him up. 

Cel. Humph !. then one of us muſt go down, that's 
certain — Now Impudence aſſiſt me. 


Enter Simon Pure. 


Ob. Pr. What is thy Will with me, Friend? 

S. P. Didſt thou not receive a Letter from Aminidab 
Holdfaji of Briſtol, concerning one Simen Pure ? 

Ob. Pr. Yea, and Simon Pure is already here, Friend. 
Cal. And Simon Pure will ſtay here, Friend, if poſſi- 
ble. [QA 

S. Pu. That's an Untruth, for I am he. 

Col. Take thou heed, Friend, what thou doſt ſay; I 
do affirm that I am S:man Pure. 

S. Pu. "thy Name way be Pure, Friend, but not that 
Pure. 

Col. Yea that Pure, which my good Friend Aninadab 
Holdfafft wrote to my Friend Pri avout, the fame 
Simon Pure that came from Penjilvaria, and ſoiourned 
in Brifto/ eleven Days; thou would'lt not take my 
Name from me, would'ſt thou? "till I have dor e 

S. Pu. Thy Name! I'm aſtoniſh'd! 

Col. At what? at thy own Aſſurance? 

[ Go:rg up 15 Lim, S. Pare farts back. 

S. Pu. Avant, Satan, approach me not; I defy thee 
and all thy Works. 


Mrs Lew. Oh, he'll outcant him—Undone, undone 
ſor ever. E 


Col. Hark thee, Friend, thy Sham will not take 
Don't exert thy Voice, thou art too well acquainted: 


Reprodate—— 
Euter 


with Satan to ſtart at him, thou wicked 
What can thy Defign be here ? 
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Enter a Servant, and gives Prim a Letter. 


Ob. Pr. One of theſe muſt be a Counterfeit, but which 
I cannot ſay. 

Col. What can that Letter be? [AA. 

S. Pu. Thou muſt be the Devil, Friend, that's certain, 
for no human Power can ſtock fo great a Falſhood. 

Ob. Pr. This Letter ſayeth that thou art better ac- 
quainted with that Prince of Darkneſs, than any here— 
Read that I pray thee, Simon. [ Gives it the Col. 

Col. Tis Freeman's Hand Read:.) There is a Defign 
formed to rob your Houſe this Night, and cut. your Throat ; 
and for that Purpoſe there is @a Man diſguijed like a Qua- 
her, cho is to paſs for one Simon Pure; the Gang, 
ewhereof I am one, though now reſolved to rob no more, has 
been at Briſtol, one of them came in the Coach with the 
Duaker, whoſe Name be hath talen; and from what ve 
hath gathered from him, formed that Defign, and did not 
doubt but he ſhould impoſe ſo far upon you, as to make you 
turn out the real Simon Pure: and keep him <vith you. 
Male the right Uſe of this. Adleu—Excellent well! [A. 


O. Pr. Doſt thou hear this? [ To S. Pure. 
S. Pu. Vea, but it moveth me not; that doubtleſs is 
the Impoſtor. [ Painting at the Col. 


Col. Ah! thou wicked One - no) I confider thy 
Face, I remember thou did'tt come up in the Leathern 
Conveniency with me—thou hadſt a black Bob-Wig 
on, and a brown Camblet Coat with Braſs Button 
Can'ſt thou deny it ha? 

S. Pu. Yea, I can, and with a ſafe Conſcience too, 
Friend. 

Ob. Pr. Verily Friend, thou art the moſt impudent 
Villain I ever ſaw. 

Mrs. Lev. Nay, then Ii! have a Fling at him. [Asal 
I] remember the Face of this Fellow at Bath———Ay 
this is he that pick'd my Lady Rafe's Pocket in the 
Grove————— Don't you remember that the Mob 
pump'd you, Friend? — This is the moſt notorious 
Rogue 


S. P.. 
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S. Pu. What doth provoke thee to ſeek my Life? 
Thou wilt not hang me, wilt thou, wrongfully ? 

O. Pr. She will do thee no Hurt, nor thou ſhalt do 
me none; therefore get thee about thy Buſineſs, Friend, 
and leave thy wicked Courſe of Life, or thou may'it 
not come off ſo favourably every where. 

Col. Go, Friend, I would adviſe thee, and tempt thy 
Fate no more. 

S. Pu. Yea, I will go, but it ſhall be to thy Confuſion ; 
for I ſhall clear myſelf: I will return with ſome Procfs 
that ſhall convince thee, Obadiah, that thou art bighly 


impoſed upon [Exit. 
Col. Then there will be no ſtaying for me, that s cer- 
tain——W hat the Devil ſhalt I do? [Alle. 


O6. Pr. What monſtrous Works of Iniquity are chere 
in this World, Simon / 
Cal. Yea, the Age is full of Vice——S'death, I am 


ſo confounded, I know not what to ſay. [ Hfede. 
Ob. Pr. Thou art diſorder' d, Friend art thou not 
well ? 


Col. My Spirit is greatly troubled, and ſomething tel- 
leth me, that tho' I have wrought a good Work in con- 
verting this Maiden, this tender Maiden, yet my 
Labour will be in vain; for the evil Spirit fghteth a- 
gainſt her; and I ſez, yea I ſee with the Eye of my in- 
ward Man, that Satan will re-buffet her again, when- 
ever I withdraw myſclf from her; and ſhe will, yea, 
this very Damſel will, return again to that Abomination 
from whence I have retriev'd her, as if it were, vea, as 
if it were out of the Jaws of the Fiend. 

Os. Pr. Good lack, thinkeſt thou to ? 

Mrs. Low. I muſt ſecond bim. [Ad.] What meaneth 
this ſtruggling witnin me ? I feel the Spirit reſiſteth the 
Vanities of this World, but the Fleth is rebellious, yea 
the Fleſh I greatly fear the Fleſh and the Weaknets 
thereof. hum 

Ob. Pr. The Maid is iuſpir'd. [Aale 

Col. Behold, her Light begins to ſhine forth. 
Excellent Woman ! 

Mrs. Lov. This good Man hath ſpoken Comfort unto 

me, 
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me, yea Comfort, I ſay ; becauſe the Words which he 
hath breathed into my outward Ears, are gone through 
and fx'd in mine Heart, yea verily in mine Heart, I 
ſay ;—and | feel the Spirit doth love him exceedingly, 
hum 

Cl. She acts it to the Life. [ A/ede. 

Ob. Pr. Prodigious ! The Damſel is filled with the 
Spirit, —Sarab. 


Enter Mrs. Prim. 

Mrs. Pr. I am greatly rejoiced to ſee ſuch a Change 
in our beloved Anne. I came to tell thee that Supper 
ſtayeth for thee. 

Cal J am not diſpoſed for thy Food, my Spirit longeth 
for more delicious Meat !—fain would I redeem this 
Maiden from the Tribe of Sinners, and break thoſe 
Cords aſunder wherewith ſhe is bound, - hum 

Mrs. Lev. Something whiſpers in my Ears, methinks 
— that I muſt be ſubject to the Will of this good Man, 
and trom him only muſt hope for Conſolation, 
hum. It alſo telleth me, that I am choſen a Veſſel 
to raiſe up Seed to the Faithful, and that thou maſt con- 
ſent that we ue be one Fleſh according to the Word, 
—hm——— 

O6. Pr. What a Revelation is here! This is certaial 
Part of thy Viſion, Friend, this is the Maiden's growing 
to thy Side; Ah! with what Willingneſs ſhould I give 
thee my Conſent, could I give thee her Fortune too 
but thou wilt never get the Conſ.nt of the wicked 
Ones. | 

Cal I wiſh I was fare of your's. 2. 

0. Pr. My Soul cjoiceth; yea, rejoiceth, I ſay, 
to find the Spirit within thee ; for lo, it moveth thee 
with natural Agitation,—yea, wich natural Agitation, 
towards this good Min—yea, it f{irreth, as one may 
ſay,-—yea verily I {ay it /irreth up thy Inclination,—— 
yea as one would /tir a Pudding. 

Mrs. Lov. I fee, | fee! the Spirit guiding of thy 
Hand, good Obaziah Prim, and now bægold thou art 
fgning thy Conſent ; and now I fee myſelt within 
thy Arms, my Friend and Prother, yea, I am become 

Eons 
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Dore of thy Bone, and of th Embracin 
| y ad * [ Embracing 


m 

Col. Admirably perſorm'd ſ 9 I will take 
thee in all Spiritual Love for an Helpmate, yea, for the 
Wife of my Boſfom, ——— and now methinks --—- 
I feel a Longing, yea a Lenging, I ſay, for the 
Conſummation of thy Love. yea, I do /ong ex- 
ceedingly. 

Mrs. Lv. And verily, verily, my Spirit feeleth the 
ſame Longing. 

Mrs. Pr, The Spirit hath greatly moved them both, 
Friend Prim, thou mult conſent, there's no reſiiting 
of the Spirit ! 

O Pr. Yea, the Light within ſheweth me, that I ſha!l 
fight a good Fight,—and wreſtle thro' thoſe reprobate 
Fiends, thy other Guardians ; yea, I perceive the 
Spirit will hedge thee into the Flock of the Righteous, 
——Thou art a choſen Lamb,—yea a choſen Lamb, and 
I will not puſh the: back. No, I will not, I ay 
no, thou ſhalt leap-a, and friſkc-a, and ſkip-a and bound, 
and bound, | ſay, yea, bound within the Feld of the 
Righiecus,—yea, even within thy Fold, my Brother. — 
Fetch me the Pen and Ink, Sarah————and my Hand 
ſhall confeſs its Obedience to the Spirit. 

Col, I with it were over, 


Enter Mrs. Prim with Pen and Ink. 
Mrs. Lov. I tremble leſt this quaking Rogue ſhould 


return and tpoil all. [ Aide. 
Ob. Pr. Here Friend, do thou write what the Spirit 
prompteth, and I will fign it. [Col. fits down. 


Mrs. Pr. Verily, Anne, it greatly rejoiceth me, to ſce 
thee reformed from that original Wickedneſs wherein 1 
found thee. 

Mrs. Lov. I do believe thou art, and I thank thee — 

Col. [Reads.] This is to certify all whom it may concern, 
that I do freely give all my Right and Nit in Anne Lovely, 


to Simon Pure, and my full Cinſent that jhe ſhall became bis 
Wife, according to the Form of Marriage. Witne/s my Hand. 
Ob. Pr. That's enough, give me the Pen. [Signs it. 


ey 
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Enter Betty, running to Mrs. Lovely. 


Betty. Oh! Madam, Madam, here's the quaking Man 
again, he has brought a Coachman and two or three 
more. 

Mis. Low. Ruin'd paſt Redemption! [ 4foce to Col. 

Col. No, no, one Minute ſooner had ſpoil'd all; but 
now here's Company coming, Friend, give me the 
Paper. [Going wp to Prim hbaflily. 

Oh. Pr. Here it is, Sizon ; and I wiſh thee happy 
with the Maiden, 

Mrs. Lov. Tis done, and ) Devil do thy worſt. 


Euter Simon Pure, and Caachman, &c. 

S. Pu. Look thee, Friend, I have brought theſe People 
to ſatisfy thee that I am not that Impottor which thou 
did'ſt take me for, this is the Man that did drive the 
Leathern Conveniency, and brought me from Briffol, 
and this 1s 

Cel. Look ye, Friend, to ſave the Court the Trouble 
of examining Witnefſes—I plead guilty, —ha, ha! 

O Pr. How s this? Is not thy Name Pure, then? 

Cal. No really, Sir, I only made bold with this Gen- 
tleman's Name but I bete give it up fafe and 
ſound ; it has done the Buſineſs which I had Occaſion 
for, and now I intend to wear my own, which ſhall be 
at his Service the ſame Occaſio any Time.— 
Ha, ha, ba! 288 ＋ p 

S. Pu. Oh! the Wickedneſs of the Age! 

Coachman, Then you have no further Need of us. 

Exit. 
8 No honeſt Man, you may go n 
neſs. : 

Os Pr. I am firuck dumb with thy Impudence, Aune, 
— haſt deceiv d me, and perchance undone thy- 

Mrs. Pr. Thou art a diſſembling Baggage, and 
Shame will overtake thee. K [Exit. 

S Pu. I am grieved to fee thy Wife ſo much troubled : 
I will follow and conſole her. [ Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter Serwant. 


Per. Thy Brother Guardians enquire for thee ; here 
is another Man with them. 

Mrs. Low. Who can that other Man be? [To the Col. 

Col. "Tis one Frecman, a Friend of mine, whom 1 or- 
dered to bring the reſt of the Guardians here. 


Euter Sir Philip. T'radelove, Periwinkle, and Freeman. 
Free. [To the Col.] Is all ſafe ? did wy Jetter do you 
Service ? 

Cal. All, all's ſafe ! ample Service. LA. 

Sir Phil. Miſs Nancy, how do'ſt do, Child ? 

Mrs. Lov. Don't call me Mis, Friend Philly, my 
Name is Anne, thou knoweſt. 

Sir Pbi/, What is the Girl metamorphos'd ?, 

Mrs. Lov. I wiſh thou wert ſo metamorphos'd. Ab! 
Philip, throw off that gaudy Attire, and wear the Cloaths 
becoming thy Age. 

- O6. Pr. 1 am aſhamed to fee theſe Men. [ 48-2. 

Sir Phil. My Age l the Woman is poſſeſs d. 

Col. No, thou art poſſeſs'd rather, Friend. 

Trade. Hark ye, Mrs. Lowely, one Word with you. 

[Takes hold of ber Hand. 

Ca This Maiden is my Wife, Thanks to Friend Prim, 
and thou haſt uo Buſineſs with her. 

Tales her from him. 


Trade. His Wife ! hark ye, Mr. Freeman. 

Per. Why, you have made a very fine Piece of Work 
of it, Mr. Prim. 

Sir Phil. Married to a Quaker! thou art a fine Fellow 
to be left Guardian to an Orphan, truly ———there's a 
Huſband for a young Lady 

Col. When I have put on my Beau Cloaths, Sir Phi- 
lip, you'll like me better 

Sir Phil. 'Thou wilt make a very ſcurvy Beau 
Friend 
Cal. I believe I can prove it under your Hand that 
you thought me a very fine Gentiemen in the Park tother 
Day, about thirty-fix Minutes after Eleven; will * 
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take a Pinch, Sir Phil One of the fineſt Snuff. 
boxes you ever ſaw [Offers him Snuff. 

Sir Phil. Ha, ha, ha! I am overjoy'd, faith I am, if 
thou be'ſt the Gentleman I own I did give my 
Conſent to the Gentleman I brought here To day 
but whether this is he, I can't be poſitive. 


O6. Pr. Can'it thou not? Now I think thou art 
a fine Fellow to be left Guardian to an Orphan, 
Thou ſhallow brain'd Shattlecock, he may be a Pick- 
pocket for ought thou do'ſt know, 

Per. You would have been two rare Fellows to have 
been truſted with the fole Management of her Fortune, 
would ye not, think ye? But Mr. Trade/ove and myſelf 
ſhall take Care of her Portion. 

Trade Ay, ay, fo we will. Didn't you tell me the 
Dutch Merchant defired me to meet him here, Mr, 
Freeman? 

Free I did fo, and I am ſure he will be here, if you'll 
have a little Patience. 

Cel. What, is Mr. Tradelove impatient ? Nay then, ik 
ben gerect voor you, heb be, Jan wan Timtamtirelire- 
letia Heer Van Fainwell, vergeeten ? 

Trade. Oh! pox of the Name what have you trick'd 
me too, Mr. Freeman ? 

C.. Trick d, Mr. Traarlave ! did not I give you two 
Thouſand Pounds for your Conſent fairly ? "And now do 
you tell a Genileman he has tricked you? 

Per. So, to, you are a pretty Guardian, faith, to ſell 
your Charge; what, did you look upon her as Part of 
your Stock ? - 

O6. Pr. Ha, ha, ha! I ain glad thy Knavery is found 
out however I counſels th: M1iden over reached 
me. and |] had no fiwſter End at all. 

Per Ay, ay, one Thing or other over-reach'd you all, 
— bur l'll take care he (hall never finger a Penny of 
her Monty. I warrant you ;——over-reach'd quoth'a ! 
Why I might have been over-reach d too, if I had had 
no more Wit: I don't know but this very Fellow may 
be him that was directed to me from Grand Cairo bother 


* Ha, ha, ha 
Cel. 
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Col. The very fame. 
Per. Are you fo, Sir ? but your Trick would not paſs 


me. —————__— 

Col. No, as you ſay, at that Time it did not, that was 
not my lucky Hour; but hark ye, Sir, I muſt 
let you into one Secret———you may keep honeſt Fohn 
Tradeſcant's Coat on, for your Uncle Sir Toby Perixvinkle 
is not dead,—ſo the Charge of Mourning will be ſaved, 
ha, ha, ha !—Don't you remember Mr. Pillage, your 
Uacle's Steward? Ha, ha, ha! 

Per. Not dead! I begin to fear I am trick'd too. 

Cal. Don't you remember the Signing of a Leaſe, 
Mr. Perixw:ink/e ? 

Per. Well, and what fgnifics that Leaſe, if my Uncle 
is not dead ? Ha! I am jure it was a Leaſe I 


Col. Aye, but it was a Leaſe for Life, Sir, and of this 
beautiful Tenement, I thank you. | 
[7 aking hold of Mrs. Lovely 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! Neighbours Fare. 

Free. So then, I find you are all trick'd, ha, ba! 

Per. I am certain I read as plain a Leaſe as ever I 
read in my Life. 

Cal. You read a Leaſe I grant you, but you ſign'd 
this Contract. [Shewing a Paper. 

Per. How durſt you put this Trick upon me, Mr. 
Freeman ? Didn't you tell me my Uncle was dying? 

Free. And would tell you twice as much to ſerve my 
Friend, ha, ha! 

Sir Phil. What the learned and famous Mr. Periæuinlli 
chous'd too Ha, ha, ha! I ſhall die 
with Laughing, ha, ha, ha ! 3 

O6. Pr. It had been well if her Father had left her 
wiſer Heads than thine and mine, Friends, ha, ha, ha! 

Trade. Well, fince you have outwitted us all, pray 
you what and who are you, Sir ? 

Sir Phil. Sir, the Gentleman is a fine Gentleman 
I am glad you have got a Perſon, Madam, who under- 
ſtands Dreis and good Breeding, —I was refolved ſhe 
ſhould have a Huſband of my chufing. * 
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08. Pr. I am fory the Maiden is fallen into ſuch 
Hands. 


Trade. A Beau! nay then ſhe is finely help'd 

Mrs. Lovely. Wie hone ce pond Backs of 
Trade, Sir, ha, ha, ha! 

Col. Look ye, Gentlemen I am the Perſon who can 
give the beſt Account of myſelf, and I muſt beg Sir 
Philip's Pardon, when 1 tell him. that I have as much 
Averſion to what he calls Dreſs and Breeding, as I 
have to the Enemies of my Religion. I have had the 
Honour to ſerve his Majeſty, and headed a Regiment 
of the braveſt Fellows taat ever puſh'd Bayonet in the 
Throat of a Frenchman ; and notwithſtanding the For- 
tune this Lady brings me, whenever my Country wants 
my Aid, this Sword and Arm are at her Service. 


T herefore, my Dear, if thowlt but deign to ſmile, 
I meet a Recompence for all my T all : 

Leve and Religion neer admit Reftraint, 

And Force — many Sinucrt, not one Saint; 
Still free as Air the active Mind does rode, 

And ſearches proper Object for its Love; 

But that once fix d, "tis paſt the Pow'r of Art 
To chaſe the dear Idea from the Heart : 

*Tis Liberty of Choice that ſawveetens Life, 
Makes the glad Huſband and the haypy Wife. 


E PE 


EPIL OG U E. 
Written by Mr. SEM ETL: 


Spoken by Mrs. BULLOCK. 


Dar new range Ways our modern Beaux devi/c! 
What Trials of Lowe-Siill, to gain the Prize! 
The Heathen Gods, wcho never matter 4 Razer, 

Scare wore juch firange Variety of Shapes: 

The Devil take their ccious barren Shulls, 

To ceurt in Form of Snakes and filthy Bulls: 

Oli Jove once nick'd it toc, as am told, 


In a whoie 8 of true ftandard Geld; 
How muſt his Geofhip then fair Danae warm! 0 


tn tructirg Ware er Ware ere i; no Harm. 

Nell aftcy all that Money has a Charm. 

But new tnated that flale Inuintion's paſt ; ; 

Befides you know that Guineas fol fo faſt, 

Poor Myn b muſt come to Pocket-piece at laſt. 
Harry's Face, er good Ducer Bels's Ruff, 

Not that Þ'd take 'em— may «co well enough ; 

Na——my ambiticus Spirit s far ads ve 

T he/e little T richs of mercerary Love. 

That Man be mine, ache like the Col nel Here, 

Can top his Character in cry Sphere ; 

Who can @ theujand Ways employ his Wit, 

Out. promie State/men, and out cheat a Cit : 

Beyond the Colours of a J rav lier paint, 

And cant, and egle too—beyond a Saint. 

The laſt Di gui e meſt pleas'd me, I conſe), | 

T here's /omething tempting in the preachir.g Dre/s ; 


Aud pleas'd me more than once a Dame of Note, \ 
Whe lou her Huſband in his Footman s Coa:. 

To /ee one Eye in wanton Metions piay d, 

The other to the Heawnly Regions [tr ay'd, 

As if fer it's Felloxw's Frailties it fray'd : 


| Bat yet I hope, fer all that I have jaid, 
To find my Sfouje a Man of War in Bed. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON, 
At COVENT-GARDEN. 
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Aimell, Two Gentlemen of I Mr. Ro/+. 
broken Fortunes. J Mr. Smith. 

A Country Blockhead, Mr. 7 

A Gentleman from Landon, Mr. R. Smith. 

A French Prieſt, Mr. Barrington, 

A 1 

Bag hot, his Companions. 

Landlord of the Inn, Mr. Marten. 

Servant to Mr. Sullen. Mr. Shuter. 


WOMEN. 


- oman, that Þ Mrs. Fergu/ox. 
Boantiful, cures all Diſtempers, 
Dorinda, L. Bountiful"s ms Miſs Hallam. 
Mrs. Sallen, Her D ter · in- lw, 


Mrs. Ward. 
Gip/ey, Maid to the Ladies, Miſs Davies. 


Cherry, Boniface”'s Daughter, Miſs Elliot. 
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At DRURY-LANE. 


S crub, Mr . Garric 4. 
Mr. Obr:en. 
Mr. Palmer. 
Mr. Burton. 
2 Lowe. 
Mr. Branſty. 
Mr. Parker. 
* — Davies. 
Bountiful, 13. Croſs. 
Cherry, Miſs Pope. 


SCENE, Z1TCHFIEGD. 


PR OL O G UE. 


Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


IH HEN frrife diſturbs, or ſloth corrupts an age, 
Keen ſatire is the buſineſs of the flage. 

When the Plain Dealer wr, 'd thoſe crimes 

Which then infefled nabe modiſb times : 

But now when faction fleeps, and floth is fled, 

And all our youth in afive fields are bred | 

When thro” GREAT BRITAIN', fair extenſive round, 

The s of Fame, the notes of UNION found; 

When ANN A', ſeeptre points the laws their courſe, 

Aud ber example gives ber 8 3 

There ſcarce is room for ſatire; all our lays 

Muft be, or ſongs of triumph, or of praiſe. 

But as in grounds heft cultivated, tares 

And poppies riſe among the golden ears ; 

Our produ# fo, fit for the field or ſchool, 

Muft mix with nature's favourite plant———a fool. 

A wwerd that has to twenty ſummers ran, 

Shgots up in flalk, and wegetates to man. 

Simpling our author goes from feld to field 

And cull; fuch fools as may diverſion yield : 

And, thanks to nature, there's no wwant of thoſe, 

For rain or Hine, the thriving coxcomb grows. 

Follies to-night we ſhew ne er laſp'd before, 

Yet ſuch as nature ewt you ev'ry hour ; 

Nor can the pictures give @ juſt offence, 

For fools are made for jeſls to men of ſenſe. 


B 3 AN 


EPILOGVUR 


Deſign'd tobe ſpoke in the Beaux Stratagem. 


JF to our play your judgment can't be kind, 
Let its expiring author pity find ; 

Survey its mournful caſe with melting eyes, 

Nor let the bard be damn'd before he dies. 

Forbear, ye fair, on his laſt ſcene to frown 

But his true Exit with a plaudit crown ; 

Then ſhall the dying poet ceaſe to ſtar 

The dreadful knell, while your g he hears. 

At Leuctra fo the congu ri eban dy'd, 

Caim'd his friends praifes, but their tears deny d: 

Pleasi'd in the pangs of death, he greatly thought 

Congurft evith loſs of life but cheaply bought. 

Tie diff.rence this, the Greek was one wou'd fight . 


r _ 
CW my * — 


A, rage, ite not fo gay as ſerjeant Kite: 

Ye /ons of Will's, bat that to thoſe who write ? 
Te "Thebes alene the Grecian ow'd his bays, 

Du may the bard abode the hero raiſe, 

Since years is greater than Athenian praiſe. 


1 


cs 


—— —ͤ—k 


+ — — * 
— — DD. EE EE EIS 


THE 


-- 


L 
, 


BEAUX STRATAGE M. 
KEI IESEESES ES ESE ES, 


ACT 1. 


SCENE, An In. 


[ Bar-bell rings. 


Ban. Hamberlain, maid, Cherry, daughter Cher - 
ry ; all aſleep; all dead? 
Enter Cherry. running. 
Cher. Here, here. Why dye bawl fo, 
father? Dye think we have no ears? 

Bon. You Celerve to have none, you young minx :— 
the company of the Warrington coach has ftood in the 
hall this hour, and no body to ſhew them to their 
chambers. | 

Cher. And let em wait, father; there's neither red- 
coat in the coach, nor footman behind it. 

1 But they threaten to go to another inn to- 
night. 

Cher. That they dare not, for fear the coachman 
ſhou'd overturn them to-morrow. [ Ringing.] Coming, 
coming: here's the London 1 arriv d. 

4 


Enter 
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gentlomen.—— Chamberlain, 

ſhew the Lyon and the Roſe, [Exit w the company. 

Enter Aimwell in @ riding habit, Archer as footmanx, 
carrying a portmanteas. 

Bon. This way, this way, gentlemen. 

Aim. Set down the things; go to the ſtable, and ſee 
my horſes well rubb'd. 

Arch. I ſhall, Sir. [Exit. 

Aim. You're my landlord, I ſuppoſe ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, I'm old Will. Boniface, pretty well 
known upon this road, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. O!]! Mr. Biniface, your ſervant. 

Bon. O! Sir What will your honour pleaſe to 
drink, as the ſaying is? 

Aim. IL have heard your town of Litchfield much 
fam'd for ale; I think I'll taſte that. 

Box. Sir, I have now in my cellar ten tun of the beſt 
ale in Stafford ire; tis ſmooth as oil, ſweet as milk, 
clear as amber, and ſtrong as brandy, and will be juſt 
fourteen years old the day of next March, old. 
ſty le. 

Aim. You're very exact, I find, in the age of your ale. 

Bon. As punctual, Sir, as I am in the age of my 
children: I'll ſhew you ſuch ale. Here, tapſter, 
broach number 1706, as the ſaying is. Sir, you. 
Mall raſte my anno damini. I have liv'd in Litchfeld, 
man and boy, above eight-and-fifty years, and, I be- 
lieve, have not conſumed eight-and-fifry ounces of meat. 

Aim. At a meal, you mean, if one may gueſs your. 
ſenſe by your bulk. 

Bon. Not in my life, Sir: I have fed purely upon. 
ale; I have eat my ale, drank my ale, and I always. 
ſleep upon ale. 

Enter Tapſter with a tankard. 
Now, Sir, you ſhall ſee [ling it out]. Your worſhip's. 
health : Ha! delicious, delicious —— fancy it Burgundy, 
it, and tis worth ten ſhillings a quart. 
Aim. [drinks] Tis confounded ſtrong. 
Bon. Strong! It muſt be ſo, or how wou'd we be. 
grong that drink it? 
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| Him. And have you liv'd fo long upon this ale, 
9 way - 1 4 £4 * 

Box. Eight- and- fifty years, upon my credit, Sir; 
but it kill'd my wife, poor woman! as the ſaying is. 

Aim. How came that to pals ? 

Bon. I don't know how, Sir; ſhe would not let the 
ale take its natural courſe, Sir ; ſhe was for qualifying . 
it every now and- with a dram, as ing 1 

an th 


: 
: 
5 
; 
7 


Aim. Why, was it the uſquebaugh that kill'd her? 

Bon. My lady Bountifu! ſaid fo——She, lady, 
did what could be done ; ſhe cur'd her of t tym- 
panies, but the fourth carried her off; but ſhe's happy, 
and I'm contented, as the ſaying is. 

Aim, Who's that lady Bountiful, you mention'd ? 

Bon, Ods my life, Sir, we'll drink her health 
[drinks]. My lady Bountiful is one of the beſt of wo- 
men: her laſt huſband, Sir Charles Bountiful, left her 
worth a thouſand pound a year; and, I believe, ſhe lays 
out one half on't-in charitable uſes for the good of her 
neFbbours ;. ſhe cures rheumatiſms, ruptures, and bro- 
ken ſhins in men; green- ſickneſa, obſtructions, and fits 
of the mother in women; the king': evil, chin- 
cough, and chilblains in children: in ſhort, ſhe has 
cured more peopleia and about Litchfield within ten 
years, than 2. doctors have kill d ia twenty, and that's 


a bold. word. 
y been any ether way uſeful in her 


Aim. Has the lad 
ration ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, ſhe has a daughter by Sir Charles, the 
fineſt woman im all our county, and the greateſt for- 
tune: ſhe has a ſon too, by her firſt huſband, ſquire 
Sullen, who married a fine lady from London t other 
day; if you pleaſe, Sir, we'll drink his health. 

Aim. What fort of a man is h.? 

Bon. Why, Sir, the man's well enough; ſays little, 
thinks leſs, and does—nothing at all, faith: but he's a 
man of great eſtate, and values no body. 


Aim. A ſportſman, | oppoſe ? 
5 


Bon. 
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Bon. Yes, Sir, he's a man of pleaſure; he plays at 
whiſk, and ſmoaks his pipe eight-and-forty hours to- 
gether ſometimes. - | | | 
* Aim. A fine ſportſman, truly! And marry d, you 

y? | 

Bon. Ay, and to a curious woman, Sir._—— But he's 
a—— He wants it here, Sir. [ Pointing to his forehead. 

Aim. He has it there, you mean. 

Bon. That's none of my buſineſs ; he's my landlord, 
and ſo a man, you know, wou'd not——But I. cod, 
he's no better than——Sir, my humble ſervice to you. 
[ Drinks.] Tho” I value not a farthing what he can do 
to me; I pay him his rent at quarter-day; I bave a 
good running-trade ; I have but one daughter, and I 
can give her But no matter for that. 

Aim. You're very happy, Mr. Boniface; pray, what 
other company have you in town ? 

Bon. A power of fine ladies; and then we have the 
French officers. 8 * 

Aim. O that's right, you have a many of thoſe 
gentlemen: Prep, tow do you Flyer company ? 

Bon. So well, as the ſaying is, that I cou'd with we 
had as many more of em; they're full of money, and 
pay double for every thing they have; chey know, Sir, 
that we paid good round taxes for the taking of 'em, 
and ſo they are 1 to reimburſe us a little: one of 
em lodges in my houſe. 

Enter Archer. 
Arch. Landlord, there are ſome French gentlemen 


below that aſk for you. 
Does your maſter ſtay 


Bon. I'll wait on em. 
long in town, as the ſaying is. [To Archer. 

Arch, I can' tell, as the ſaying is. 

Bon. Come from London ? 

Arch. No. 

Bon. Going to Londen, may hap ! 

Arch. No. 

Bon. An odd fellow this! [ Bar- bell rings. ] I beg 
your worſhip's pardon, I'll wait on you in half a 
minute. | | | Exit, 

Aim. The coaſt's clear, Iſee. Now, my dear 
Archer, welcome to Litchfield. 

Arch, I thank thee, my dear brother ay 

m. 


.- 
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Aim. Tniquity ! prithee, leave canting; you need 
not change your ſtyle with your dreſs. 

Arch. Don't miſtake me, 4imwell, for 'tis ſtill my 
maxim that there's no ſcandal like rags, nor any{crime 
ſo ſhameful as poverty. Men muſt not be poor; idle- 
neſs is the root of all evil; the world's wide enough, 
let 'em bultle: Fortune has taken the weak under 
her protection, but men cf ſenſe are leſt to their in- 
duſtry. 

Aim. Upon which topic we proceed, and, I think, 
luckily hitherto. Would not any man ſwear now that 
I am à man of quality, and you my ſervant, when if 
our intrinſic value were known | 

Arch. Come, come, we are the men of intrinſic va- 
lue, who can ſhike our fortunes out of ourſelves, 
whoſe worth is independent of accidents in life, or re- 
volutions in government: we have head; to get money, 
and hearts to ſpend it. 

Aim. As to our hearts, I grant ye, they are as will- 
ing tits as any within twenty degrees; but I can have 
no great opinion of our heads from the ſervice they 
have done us hitherto, unleſs it be that they brought 
us from Londen hither to Litchfield, made me a lord, 
and you my fervant. | * 

Arch. That's more than you cou'd expect already. 
— But v-hat money have we left? 

Aim, But two hundred pounds. 

Arch. And our horſes, cloaths, rings, Cc. Why, we 
kave very good fortunes now for moderate people; and 
let me te l you, that this two hundred pounds, with the 
experience that we are now maſters of, is a better eſtate 
than the ten thouſand we have ſpent. Our friends 
indeed began to ſuſpect that our pockets were low; but 
we came off with flying colours, ſnewed no figns of 
want either in word or deed. 

Aim. Ay, and our going to Bru/cl was a good pre- 
tence enough for our ſudden diſappearing ; and, I 
warrant you, our friends imagine, that we are gone a 
vcluateering. 

Arch. Why, faith if this project fails, it muſt e en 
come to that. I am for venturing ore of the * 
if you will, upon this knight errantry; but in caſe it 

1 B 6 ſhould- 
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ſhould fail, we'll reſerve the other to us to ſome” 
countericarp, where we may die as we liv's, in a blaze. 

Ain. With all my heart; and we have liv'd juſtly,. 
Archer ; we can't ſay that we have ſpent our. fortunes,. 
but that we have enjoy d em. 

Arch. Right; ſo much pleaſure for ſo much money; 
we have had our penny-worths ;. and had I millions I: 
would go to the ſame market again. O Londony Londen /. 
Well, we have had our ſhare, and let us be thankful :. 
Paſt pleaſures, for ought I know, are beſt ; ſuch we are 
ſure of: thoſe to come may diſappoint us. But you 
command for the day :—At Nottingham, you know, I. 
am to be maſter. 

Aim. And at Lincoln, I again. 

Arch. Then, at Norwich I mount, which, I think, 
Mall be our laſt ſtage ; for, if we fail there, we'll em- 
bark for Holland, bid adieu to Venus, and welcome Mart. 
Aim. A match ! [Ester Boniface ] Mum. 

Bon. What will. your worſhip, p to have for: 
ſupper ? | 

Aim. What have you got 

Fon. Sir, we have a deli piece of beef in the pot, 
ard a pig at the fire. 

Aim. Good ſupper-meat, I muſt confeſs I can't. 
eat beef, hd 

Arch. And I hate pig: 

Aim. Hold your prating, Sirrah | Do you know who 
reer Ide + 

. Pleaſe to beſ 1 ; ve every. 
thing in the houſe. * 
im. Have you any veal ? 

Bax. Veal! Sir, we had a delicate loin of veal on 
Nedue ſday laſt. 

Aim. Have you got any fiſh, or wild-fow! ? 

Bon. As fer fiſh, truly, Sir, we are an inland town, 
and indifferently provided with fiſh, that's the truth 
ont; but then for wild-fowl !-——we have a delicate. 
couple of rabbets. 

Aim. Get me the rabbets fricaſſeed. 

Bon. Friciileed! Lard, Sir, they'll eat much better 


ſmother'd with onions. 
Arch, Paw! Rot your onions. 
Aim, Again, Sirrah !-—Well, landlord; what yo 
pleaſe 3. 


Tar Bzaux STRATAGEM. 13 


pleaſe; but hold, I have a ſmall charge of money- 
and your houſe is ſo full of ſtrangers, that I believe it 
may be ſafer in your cuſtody than mine; for when this 
fellow of mine gets drunk, he minds nothing. 
Here, Sirrah, reach me the ſtrong box. 
Asch. Yes, Sir. This will give us | 

[ Hfide. Brings the box.. 
Aim. Here, landlord, the locks are ſealed down: 
both for your ſecurity and mine; it holds ſomewhat: 
above two hundred pounds; if you doubt it, I'll count. 
them to you after ſupper : but be ſure you lay it where 
I may have it at a. minute's warning; for my affairs 
are a little dubious at preſent ; perhaps I may be 
in half an hour; perhaps I may be your gueſt till the 
beſt part of that be ſpent; and pray order your hoſtler 
to keep my horſes ready ſaddled : but one thing above 
the reſt I muſt beg, that you would let this fellow have. 
none of your Anno Domini, as you call it; for 
he's the moſt inſufferable fot. lere, Sirrah, light 
me to my chamber. 


Arch. Y „Sir. 1 Archer. 
Bon. Cherry » Daughter FE _ 
Eater Ct erry. 


Cher. D'ye call, father? 

Bon. Ay, child, you muſt lay by this box for the 
gentleman, tis full of money. 

Cher. Money! all that money ! why ſure, father, 
the gentleman comes to be. choſen parliament-man. 
Who is he ? 

Ren. I don't know what to make of him; he talks 
of keeping his horſes ready ſaddled, and of going per- 
haps at a minute's warning, or of ſtaying perhaps till 
the beſt part of this be ſpent. 

Cher. Ay! ten to one, jather, he's a highwayman. 

Bon. A highway- man ! upon my life, girl, you have 
hit it, and this bex is ſome new-purchaſed. booty. 
Now, cou'd we ſind him out, 2 money were ours. 

Cher. He don't celong to dur gang. 

Fon. What kories have they? 

Cher. The maſter rides upon a black. 

Ben. A black! ten to one the man upon the black 
mare ; ſince he don't b:long te our iraternity, we 
may betray him with à ſafe conſcience; I don't think 

it 
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it lawfu! to harbour any rogues but my own. Look'ye, 
child, as the ſaying is, we muſt go cunningly to work”; 

fs we muſt have; the gentleman's ſervant loves 
drink, I'll ply him that way, and ten to one he loves a 
wench ; vou muſt work him other way. 

Cher. Father, wou'd you have me give my ſecret for 
his ? | 
Fe. Con ſid er, child, there's two hundred pounds to 
boct. [ Ringing wwithaut.] Coming, coming. Child, 
mind your buſineſe. [Exit Bon. 

Cher, What a rogue is my father —My father! I 
deny it My mother vas a good, gererous, free- 
hearted woman, and I can't tell how far her good na- 
tore might have extended for the good of her children. 
Tuis laadlord of mine, for I thin: I can call tim no 
more, would betray his gueſt, and debauch his daughter 
into the bargain, by a footman too ! 

Enter Archer. 

Arch. What footman, pray, miſtreſs, is ſo happy as 
to be the ſubject of your contemplation ? 

Cher. Whoever he is, friend, he'll be but little the 
better for't. | 

Arch. I hope ſo, for I'm ſure you did not think of me. 

Cher. Suppoſe I had? 

Arch. Why then you're but even with me ; for the 
minute I came in, I was conſidering in what manner 1 
ſhouv'd make love tc you. 

Cher. Love to me, friend! 

Arch. Yes, child. ; 

Cher. Child! Manners ; if you kept a little more 
Gitance, friend, it would become you much better. 

Arch. Diſtance! good night, ſaucebox: [ Cring, 

Cher. A pretty fellow; I like his pride. —Sir, pray, 
Sir; you ſes, Sir, [Archer return] | have the credit to 
be intruſted with your maſter's fortune here, which ſets 
me a — above his footman ; I hope, Sir, you a'n't 
affronicd. | 

Arch. Let me look you full in the face, and Ill tell 
you whether you can affront me or no. Sdeath, 
child, ou have a pair of delicate eyes, and you don't 
knew what to do with 'em. 

Cher. Why, Sir, don't | ſec every body ? 

Arch. Ay, but if ſome women had 'em, they 9 
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Kill every body. Prithee inſtruct me; I wou'd fain 
make leve to you, but I don't know what to ſay. 

Cher. Why, did you never make love to any body 
before ? FOI 

Arch. Never to a perſon of your figure, I can aſſure 
you, Madam ; my addreſſes always have been con- 
fined to perſons within my own ſphere; I never aſpir d 
ſo high before. 


[Archer ing: 


But yen hook fo bright, 
And are dreſi'd ſo tight, 
That a man wwou'd fwear you're right,. 
A. arm was er laid over. 
Such an air 
You freely wear 
To enſnare, 


As makes each gueſt a lever : 


Since then, my dear, I m your gueſ?,. 
Prithee give me of the bet 
Of what is ready dreft. 

Since ther, my dear, &C. 


Cher. What can I think of this man? [A/ige.] Will 
you give me that ſong, Sir? 

Arch. Ay, my dear, take it while it is warm, 
Let her) Death and fire ! her lips are honey combs. 

ber. And I wiſh there had been a ſwarm of bees 

too, to have ſtung you for your impudence. 

Arch. There's a fwarm of Czpids, my little Venus, 
that has done the buſineſs much better. 

Cher. This fellow is miſbegotten as «ell as I. [ £4. ] 
What's your name, Sir ? 

Arch. Name! I gad I have forgot it. [d.] Oh? 
Martin. 
Cher. Where were you born? 
Arch. In St. Martin's pariſh. 
Cher. What was your father ? 
Arch. Of ——of—— St. Martin's pariſh. 
Cher. Then, friend, good night. 
Arch. | hope not. 
Cher. You may depend upon't. 
Arch. Upon what ? 
Cher. That you're very impudent. 


Arch. 


Taz Bzaux' STRAT ACEM; 


Boniface calls without Cherry, Cherry. 

Cher. Im My father calls, you Pony ri 

how durſt you ſtop my breath ſo ?—Offer to me 
one - 


if you dare. 
Arch. A fair challenge, by this light ; this is a pretty 


fair + of an adventure; but we are knight- 
errants, and ſo Fortune be our guide. [ Exit. 
The End F the Fir ACT. 
ACT HU. 
SCENE, A Gallery in Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 
Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 
Der. Orrow, my dear fifter ; are you for church 
this morning ? | 


Mrs. Sz/. Any where to pray; for heaven alone 
can help me: but I think, Dorinda, there's no form of 
prayer in the liturgy againſt bad huſbands. 
Dor. But there's a form of law at Docter Commons ;. 
and I ſwear, ſiſter Sz/lex, rather than ſe you thus con- 
tinually diſcontented, I wou'd adviſe you to apply to 
that: for beſides the part that I bear in y our vexatious 
broils, as being fiſter to the huſband, and friend to the 
wiſe, your examples give me ſuch an impreſſion of 
matrimony, that | fall be apt to conderan my perſon- 
to a long vacation all its life. But tuppofirg, Madam, 
that you brought it to a caſe of ſcp: ation, what can 
vou urge agai.it your huſband? My brother js, firſt, 
the moſt conſtant man alive. 

Mes. Sal. The moſt coaltaat huſband, I grant ye. 

Dor. He never ſleeps from you. 

Mrs. Sz/. No. hc always fleeps with me. 

Dor. He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
quality. 
Mrs Sal. A maintenance! do you take me, Madam, 
for an hoſpital child, that I muſt fit down, and bleſs 


my. 
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benefaftors, for meat, drink, and clothes? As I lh 

rake it, Madam, I your brother ten thouſand ' 

— (ns of which I might expect ſome pretty J 
” es. 

Der. You in all the pleaſures that the country 

Mrs. Sa. Country pleaſures ! racks. and. torments ! | 

Doſt think, child, that my limbs were made for leaping. | 


of ditches, and clambring over ſtyles ; or that my parents 
wiſely foreſecing my — happineſs in plea- 
ſures, had early inſtructed me in rural accompli 
of drinking fat ale, playing at whiſt, and ſmoaking to- 
bacco with my huſband ; or of * plaiſters, 
N diet-drinks, and ſtilling roſemary-water, 
with the good old gentlewoman my mother-in-law 2 

Dor. I'm ſorry, le that it is not more in our 
power to divert you; I cou'd wiſh, indeed, that our 
entertainments were alittle more polite, or your taſte a 
little leſs refin'd.: but pray, Madam, how came the 
poets and — that la bour'd ſo much in hunt - 
ing after pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a country life ? 

rs. Sal. Becauſe they wanted money, child, to find 
oat the pleaſures of the town : Did you ever hear of a 
poet or philoſopher worth ten thouſand. pounds ? If you. 
can ſhew me ſuch a man, III lay you fifty pounds you'll 
find him ſomewhere within the weekly bills. Not that I 
diſapprove rural pleaſures, as the poets have painted 
them in their landſcapes ; every Phyllis has her Corydon ; 
every murmuring ſtream, and every flow'ry mead, gives 
freſh. alarms to love.—Befides, you'll find, that their 
couples were never marry d: —but yonder I ſee my Co- 
and a ſweet ſwain it is, heaven knows !—Come,. 
orin a, don't be angry, he's my huſbard, and your 
brother, and between both is he not a fad brute? - 

Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, 
you're the beſt judge. 

Mrs. Sal. O ſiſter, fiſter ! if ever you marry, beware 
of a ſullen, ſilent ſot, one that's always muſing, but never 
thinks. There's ſome diverfion in a talking block - 
head ; and fince a woman muſt wear chains, I wou'd 
have the pleaſure of hearing em rattle a little. Now 
you ſhall ſee ; but take this by the way, he came home 
this morning at his uſual hour of four, * a 
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of a ſweet dream of ing elſe, by tumbling over 
the tea-table, which he broke all to pieces; his 
man and he has roll'd about the room, like fick paſ- 
ſengers in a ſtorm, he comes flounce into bed, dead as 
a - into a fiſhmonger's baſket; his feet cold as 
ice, his breath hot as a furnace, and his hands and his 
face as greaſy as his flannc] night-cap. — Oh matri- 
mony! matrimony ! He toſſes up the clothes with 
a barbarous ſwing over his ſhoulders, diſorders the 
whole ceconomy of my bed, leave's me half. naked, and 
my whole night's comfort is the tuneable ſetenade of 
that wakeful nightingale, his noſe. O the pleaſure 
of counting the melancholy clock by a ſnoring huſ- 
ſband ! But now, ſiſter, you ſhall ſee how hand- 
ſomely, being a well-bred man, he will beg my pardon. 
Eater Sullen. 

Sal. My head aches conſumedly. 

Mrs. Sul. Will you be pleaſed, my dear, to drink 
tea with us this morning ; it may do your head good. 

Sul. No. : 

Dor. Coffee, brother -? 

Sal. Paw! 

Mrs. Sul. Will you pleaſe to dreſs, and go to chureh 
with me ? the air may help you. 


Sul. Scrub ! 

Enter Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir! 

Sul. What day o'th' week is this? 

Scrub. Sunday, a'n't pleaſe your worſhip: 

Sul. Sunday ! bring me a dram; and d'ye hear, ſet 
out the veniſon-paſty, and a tar kard of ſtrong beer up- 
on the ha'l-table, I'll go to breakfaſt. [ Going, 

Do,. Stay, ſtay, brother, you ſha'n't get off ſo; you 
were very naught laſt night, and muſt make your wife 
—_— come, come, brother, won't you ak par- 

on ? > 

Sul. For what? 

Der. For being drunk laſt night. 

Sul. I can afford it, can't I ? 

Mrs. Sul. Put I can't, Sir. 

Sal. Then you may let it alone. 

Mrs. Sa“. But I mull sell you, Sir, that this is not to 
be borne. Ds 

uf. 
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Sul. I'm glad on't. | 

Mrs. Sz/. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſe me 
thus inhumanly. 

Sul. Scrub ! 

Scrub. Sir! 


Sul. Get things ready to ſhave my head. [Exit. 

Mrs. Sal. Have a care of coming near his temples, 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething that may turn 
the edge of your razor. [ Exit Scrub.] Inveterate ſtupĩ 
dity ! Did you ever know fo hard, ſo obſtinate a ſpleen 
as his? O ſiſter, ſiſter! I ſhall never ha' good of the 
beaſt till I ger him to town; London, dear London ! is the 
place for managing and breaking a huſband. 

Dor. And has not a huſband the ſame opportunities 
there for humbling a wife ? 

Mrs, Sul. No, no, child; 'tis a — maxim in 
conjugal diſcipline, that when a man vou d enſlave his 
wife, he hurries her into the country; and when a lady 
would be arbitrary with her huſband, ſhe wheedles ber 
booby up to town. 
in London, becauſe there are ſo many examples to en- 
courage the ſubject to rebel. O Dorinda, Derinda 2 
fine woman may de any thing in London : o' my con · 
ſcience, ſhe may raiſe an army of forty thouſand men. 

Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, you have a mind to be trying 
your power that way here in Litchfield; you have 
drawn the French count to your colours already. 

Mrs. Su/. The French are a people that can't live 
without their antries. | 

Der. And ſome Eng/iſs that I know, ſiſter, are not 
averſe to ſuch amuſements. 

Mrs. Sz/. Well, fifter, ſince the truth muſt out, it 
may do as well now as hereafter ; I think one way to 
rouſe my lethargic, ſottiſh huſband, is to give him a 
rival; fecurity begets negl'gence in all prople, and 
men muſt be alarm d to make em alert in their duty: 
women are like pictures, of no value in the hands ct a 
fool, till he hears men of ſenſe bid high for the purchaſe. 

Dor. This might do, filter, if my brother's under- 
landing were to be convinc'd into a paſſion for you; 
but, I believe, there's a natural averſion cf his fide ; 
and I fancy, ſiſter, that you don't come much behind 
him, if you dealt fairly. 

f Mrs. Sal. 


a” 


A man dare not play the tyrant - 


a 2 * 
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Mrs. Sal. I own it; we are united contradiftions, 
ſue and water. But I cou'd be contented, with a great 
many other wives, to humour the cenſorious vulgar, 
and give the world an appearance of living well with 
my huſband, cou'd I bring him bat to di ſemble a little 
kindneſs to keep me in countenance. 

Dor. But how do you know, fiſter, but that inſtead 
of rouſing your huſband by this artiſice to a- counterfeit 
kindneſs, he ſhould awake in a real fury. C 

Mrs. Su/. Let him: If I can't entice him to the 
one, I wou'd provoke him to the other. 

Dor. But how muſt I behave myſelf between ye? 

Mrs. Sal. You muſt aſſiſt me. 

Dor. What, againſt my own brother ? 

Mrs. Sal. He's but half a brother, and I'm your en- 
tire friend: if I go a ſtep beyond the bounds of ho- 
nour, leave me; 15 then, I expect you ſhould go along 
with me in every thing. The count is to dine here to- 


Yo 

Der. "Tis a ſlrange thing, faſter, that I can't like that 
man. 

Mrs. Sul. You like nothing; your time is not come: 
love and death have their fatalities, and ftrike home 
one time or other :——you'll pay for all one day, I 
warrant ye.—But come, my lady's tea is ready, and 'tis 
almoſt church-time. [ Exeunt, 

SCENE, The In. 
Enter Aimwell dreſi'd, and Archer. 

Aim. And was ſhe the daughter of the houſe? . 

Ab. The landlord is ſo blind as to think ſo; but 
F dare ſwear ſhe has better blood in her veins. | 

Aim. Why doſt think ſo ? . 

Arch. Becauſe the baggage has a pert je- ne ſfay- guoy; 
ſhe reads plays, keeps a monkey, and is woubled with 


Vapours. 

Aim. By which diſcoveries I gueſs that you know 

more of her. 
Arch. Not yet, faith; the lady gives berſelf airs,. 

forſooth, nothing under a gentleman. 

Aim. Let me take her in 

Arch. Say one word more o'that, and I'll declare 

myſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, and every where elſe; 

look ye, fimel!, every man in his own ſphere. FY 


Tur Braux STRATAGEM. 11 
A. Right, and therefore you muſt pimp for your 


Arch. In the uſual forms, good Sir, a'ter I have 
ſerv'd myſelf —But to our buline:. — Yo are ſo well 
dreſs'd, Tom, and make fo handiome a igure, that T 
fancy you may do execution in 2 country church ; the 
exterior part ſtrikes hrt, and you're in the right to 
make that impreſion favourable. 

Aim. Tnere's ſomething in that which may turn to 
advantage: the appearance of a {ranger in a country 
church, draws as many gazers as a blazing ſtar; no 
ſooner he comes into the cathedral, but a train of 
whiſpers runs buzzing round the congregation in a 
moment . Who is he? Whence comes he? Do 

ou know him ?— Then I, Sir, tips me the verger 
half a crown ; he pockets the ſimony, and inducts me 
into the beſt in the church; I pull aut my ſnuff. 
box, turn myſelf round, bow to the biſhop, or the dean, 
if he be the commanding officer, fingle out a beauty, 
rivet both my eyes to hers, ſet my noſe a bleeding b 
the ſtrength of imagination, and ſhew the whole — 
my concern, by my endeavouring to hide it: after the 
ſermon, the whole town gives me to her for a lover, 
and by perſuading the lady that I am a dying for her, 
the tables are turned, and ſhe in good earneſt falls in 
love with me. | 

Arch. There's nothing in this, Tm, without a pre- 
cedent ; but inſtead of riveting your eyes to a beauty, 
try to fix 'em upon a fortune; that's our buſineſs at 


Ai. Pſhaw! no woman can be a beauty without a 
fortune Let me alone for a mark's-man. 
Arch. Tom! 
Aim. Ay! 
Arch. When were you at church before, pray ? 
— Aim. Um- II was there at the coronation. 

Arch. And how can you expect a blefling by going 
to church now ? 

Aim. Blefling ? . 
e 


deman 


2 
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Enter Boniface and Cherry. 
Bon. Well, daughter, as the ſaying is, have you 
brought Martin to confeſs ? 


Cher. Pray, father, don't put me u ing an 
thing out of a man; I'm 6 n 
and don't underſtand wheedling. 

Bon. Young! why you jade, as the ſaying is, can 
any woman wheedle that is not young ? Your mother 
was uſeleſs at five and-twenty. Wo ou make your 
mother a whore, and me a cuckold, as the ſaying is? I 
tell you, his filence confeſſes it, and his maſter ſpends 
his money ſo freely, and is ſo much a gentleman every 
manner of way, that he muſt be a highwayman. 

Enter Gibbet in a cloak. 

Gib. Landlord, landlord, is the coaſt clear ? 

Bon. O Mr. Gibbet, what's the news ? 

Gib. No matter, aſ no queſtions, all's fair and ho- 
nourable ; here, my dear Cherry, [Gives her a bag] 
two hundred fterling pounds, as good as ever hang'd 
or ſavd a rogue; lay em by with the reſt; and here 
three wedding—or mourning riags, tis much the 
ſame you know. Here, two filver-hilted ſwords; I 
took thoſe from fellows that never ſhew any part of 
their ſwords but the hilts : here is a diamond necklace 
which the lady hid in the privateſt place in the coach, 
but I found it out: this gold watch I trok from a 
pawnbroker's wife, it was left in her hands by a per- 
ſon of quality, there's the arms upon the caſe. 

Cher. But who had you the money from ? 

Gib. Ah! poor woman! I pitied her: from a 
poor lady juſt cloped from her huſband ; ſhe had made 
up her cargo, and was bound for [re/ard, as hard as ſhe 
could drive; ſhe told me of her huſband's barbarous 
uſage, and ſo faith I left her half a crown. But I had 
almoſt forgot, my dear Cher, I have a preſent for you. 

Cher. What is't? 

Gib. A pot of ceruſe, my child, that I took out of a 
la dy's under petticoat pocket. 

Cher. What, Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint ? 

Gib. Why, you jade, your betters do; I'm ſure the 
lady that I took it from had a coronet upon her hand- 
kerchief Here, take my cloak, and go ſecure the 
. premiſſes. — 

Cher IE 
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Cher. . 1* —— * IE , Exit. 
Bon. But heark'ee, where's and Bagſbor? 
Gib. They'll be here to-night. mY 

Ben. D'ye know of any other gentlemen o' the pad 
on this road ? 

Gib. No. 

Bon. I fancy that I have two that lodge in the houſe 
Juſt now. 

Gib. The devil! how d'ye ſmoak 'em ? 

Bon. Why, the one is gone to church. 

Gib. To church! That's ſuſpicious, I muſt confeſs. 

Bon. And the other is now in his maſter's chamber ; 
he pretends to be a ſervant to the other; we'll call him 
out and pump him a little. 

Gib. With all my heart. 

Bon. Mr. Martin ! Mr. Martin ! 

Enter Archer combing a ferriwwig, and finging. 

Gib. The __ are conſumed 22 I'm as Sy as 
O/d Brentford at Chriſtmas. — —— pretty fellow 
that ; whoſe ſervant are you, den 

Arch. My maſter's. 

Gib. Really? 

Arch. Really. 

Gib. That's much.— The fellow has been at the bar 
by his evaſions:— But pray, Sir, what is your maſter's 
name ? 

Arch. Tall, all, dall.— [Sings and con:bs the perriwig ] 
This is the moſt obſtinate curl 
Gib. I aſk you his name? 

Arch. Name, Sir — Tall, all, dall.— I never aſk' d 
him his name in my life.— Tall, all, dall. 

Bon. What think you now? | 

Gib. Plain, plain; he talks now as if he were before 
ol judge : but pray, friend, which way does your maſter 
travel ? 

Arch. A horſeback. 

Gib. Very well again ; an old offender. — Right— 
But I mean, does he go upwards or downwards ? 

Arch. Downwards, I fear, Sir.— Tall, all. 

Gib. I'm afraid thy fate will be a contrary way. 

Bon. Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin, you're very arch. 
This gentleman is only travelling towards Chefer, and 
wou'd be glad of your company, that's all. Come, 

captain, 


/ 
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captain, you'll to night, I ſuppoſe ; TI ew 
I NOOR 44 

24, Captain — iow —_— 7 

Arch. , ant. 12 
fellow ! Sdeath, wonder that the oficers of the army 
don't conſpire to beat all ſcoundrels in red but their 
own. p | 

Enter Cherry. 

Cher. Gone, and Martin here 18222 

liſten; I wou'd have the merit of the diſcovery all my 


own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him « pang 0 [ Afrde. ] 


[ {/ide. 
Arch. Come, my dear, have you conn'd over the 
catechize I taught you laſt night? 

Cher. Come, queſtion me. 

Arch. What is love? 
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Arch. Nay, child, I muſt whip you if you don't 
mind your leſſon; he muſt treat his 

Cher. O! ay. He muſt treat his enemies with reſpect, 
his friends with indifference, and all the world with 
contempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; he 
maſt defire much, and hope littlez in ſhort, he mult 
embrace his ruin, and throw himſelf away. 

Arch. Had ever man ſo hopeful a pupil as mine? 
Come, my dear, why is love cal.'d a ridd.e ? 

Cher. Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee; 
and tho' a child, he governs a man. 

Arch. Mighty well. —And why is love pictur'd blind? 

Cher. Becauſe the painters out of their weakneſs, or 
privilege of their art, choſe to hide thoſe eyes they 
could not draw. 

Arch. That's my dear little ſcholar, kiſs me again.— 
And why ſhou'd love, that's a child, govern a man ? 

Cher. Becauſe that a child is the end of love. 

Arch. And ſo ends love's catechiſm. And now, 
my dear, we'll go in and make my maſter's bed. 

Cher. Hold, hold, Mr. Martin you have taken a 
1 of pains to inſtruct me, and what d'ye think 

have learn'd by ir? 

Arch. What? | 

Cher. That your diſcourſe and your habit are con- 
traditions, nl it wou'd be nonſenſe in me to believe 
you a footman any longer. 

Arch. Oons, what a witch it is! 

Cher. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in that garb 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho I was born to ſervitude, 
] hate it :=———Own your condition, ſwear you love 
me, and then 

Arch. And then we ſhall go make my maſter's bed ? 

Cher. Yes. 

Arch. You muſt know then, that I am born a gentle- 
man, my education was liberal; but I went to London 
a younger brother, fell into the hands of ſharpers, who 
ſtript me of my money, my friends difown'd me, and 
now my neceſſity brings me to what you ſee. 

Cher. Then take my hand promiſe to marry 


me before „ and I'll make you maſter of two 
* 


Arch. How! 


E Cr. 
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Cher. Two thouſand pounds that I have this minute 
in my own cuſtody ; ſo throw off your livery this in- 

ſtant, and I'll go find a parſon. 

Arch. What ſaid you? a parſon. 

Cher. What! Do you ſcruple ? 

Arch. Scruple ! No, no, but—two thouſand pounds 
you ſay ? 

Cher. And better. | 

Arch. Sdeath, what ſhall I do? But heark'e, 
child, what need you make me maſter of yourſelf and 
money, when you may have the ſawe pleaſure out of 
me, and ſtill keep your fortune in your own hands ? 

Cher. Then you won't marry me? 

Arch. | would marry ; ou, but 

Cher. O (ſweet Sir, I'm your humble ſervant, you're 
fairly caught: Wou'd you perſuade me that any gentle- 
man who cou'd bear the ſcandal of wearing a livery, 
wou'd refuſe two thouſand pounds, let the condition be 
what it wou'd—no, no, Sir—But I hope you'll pardon 
the freedom I have taken, fince it wa only to inform 
my ſelt of the reſpect that I ought to pay you. [| Going. 

Arch. Fairly bit, by Jupiter“ old, hold! and 
have you actually two thouſand pounds? 

Cher. Sir, I have my fecr-ts as well as vou—when 

ou plcaie to be more open, I ſhall be more free; and 

31 aſſur d th..t I have diſcoveries that will match yours, 
be they what they will. lu the mean while be ſatiſ- 
fied that no diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt you, but 
beware of my father [Exit. 

Arch. S0--we're like to have as many adventures in 
our inn as Den Quixote had in his. Let me fee — 
two thouſand pounds! If the wench wou'd promiſe to 
die when the money were ſpent, I-gad. one wou'd 
marry her; but the fortune may go off in a year or 
two, and the wife may live Lord knows how 
long! Then an inn keceper's daughter; ay, that's the 
devil there my h. ide brings me off. 

Far whatſoe'cr the ages charge on pride, 

The angels full, and twenty fauits befide, 

On earth, I'm ſure, mong us of mortal calling, 

Pride ſave: man oft, and woman too from falling. 


T, 3 t 
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1 
SCENE, Lady Bountiful's Houſe. 
Enter Mrs. Sullen an Dorinda. 
Mrs Sul. A, ha, ha, my dear ſiſter, let me embrace 
thee; now we are friends indeed; for I 
ſhall have a ſecret of yours, as a pledge for mine 
now you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall have you 
converſible in the ſubjects of the ſex. 

Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak as to fall 
in love with a fellow at firſt fight ? 

Mrs. Sul. Pſhaw ! now you ſpoil all; why ſhou'd not 
we be as free in our friendſhips as the men? 1 warrant 
you, the gentleman has got to his confident already, has 
avow'd his paſſion, toalted your health, call'd you ten 
thouſand angels, has run over your lips, eyes, neck, 
ſhape, air, and every thing, in a deſcription that warms 
their mirth to a ſecond enjoyment. 

Dor. Your hand, filter; I a'n't well. 

Mrs. Cul. So—ſhe's breeding already Come, child, 
up with it—hem a little—ſo—now tell me, don't you 
like the gentleman that we ſaw at church juſt now? 

Dor. The man's well enough. 

Mrs. Sal. Well enough! Is he not a Demi-god, a 
Narciſſus, a ſtar, the man i' the moon? 

Dor. O ſiſter, I'm extremely ill. 

Mrs. L. Shall I ſend to-your mother, child, for a 
little of her cephalic plaiſter to put to the ſoles of your 
feet? or ſhall I ſend to the gentleman for ſomething 
— you ? Come, 1 yourſel.— the man is 

ectly a pretty fellow; I ſaw him when he firſt came 
— . . 

Dor. I ſaw him too, ſiſter, and with an air that 
ſhone, methought, like rays about his perſon. 

Mrs. S»/. Well ſaid, up with it. 

Dor. No ferward coquet behaviour, no airs to ſet 
him off, no ſtudy d looks, nor artful poſture, but 
nature did it ail ——— 

Mrs. Sal. Better and better One touch more 
Come \ 

Dor. But then his looks—did you obſerve bis eyes? 

Mrs. Sal. Ves, yes, I did——his eyes; well, what 
of his eyes? 

C 2 Dar. 
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Dor. Sprightly, but not wandring; they ſeem'd to 
view, but never gaz'd on any thing but me——and then 
his looks ſo humble were, and yet ſo noble, that they 
aim'd to tell me that he cou'd with pride die at my 
feet, tho he ſcorn'd flavery any where elſe. 1 

Mts. Sal. The phyſic works purely. How d' ye 
find yeurſelf now, my dear? 

Der. Hem ! much better, my dear—O here comes 
our Mercury [ Enter Scrab.] Well, Scrub, what news 
of the gentleman ? 

Scrub. Madam, I have brought you a whole packet 
of news. 

Der. Open it quickly ; come. 

Scrub, In the ficit place J inquir'd who the gentleman 
was? They told me he was a ſtranger. Secondly, I aſk'd 
what the gentle was? They anſwer d and ſaid, that 
they never fam him before. Thirdly, I inquir'd what 
country man he was? They reply d. 'twas more than 
they knew. Fourthly, I demanded whence he came? 
Their anſwer was, they cou'd not tell. And f/thh, I 
ak'd whither he went? And they reply'd, they knew 
nothing of the matter. And this is all I cou'd learn. 
Mrs. Sal. But what do the people ſay? Can't they 


gueſs ? 

Scrub. Why ſome think he's a ſpy, ſome gueſs he's 
a mountebank, ſome ſay one thing, ſome another ; 
but for my own part, I believe he's a jeſuit. 

Der. A jeſuit! why a jeſuit ? 

Scrub. Becauſe he keeps his horſes always ready ſad- 
<led, and his footman talks French. 

Mrs. Su/. His footman ! 

Scrab. Ay ; he and the count's foorman were gabberi 
French like two intriguing ducks in a mill-pond; ard 
believ'd they talk'd of me, for they laugh'd conſumedly. 

Dor. What ſort of livery has the an? 

Scrub. Livery ! Lord, Madam, I took him for a cap- 
tain, he's ſo bedizen'd with lace ; and then he has tops 
to his ſhoes, up to his mid-leg, a ſilver headed cane 
dangling at his knuckles :—He carries his hands in his 

ets, and walks juſt ſo— [Walks in 4 French air.] 
and has a fine long perriwig ty'd up in a ba 
Lord, Madam, he's clear another ſort of man than I. 

Mrs. Sul. That may eaſily be. But what ſhall we 

do ROW, lifter ? Dor. 
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Dor. I have it This fellow has a world of fim- 
— and ſome cunning, the firſt hides the latter by 
abundance. Scrub. 

Scrub. Madam. 


Dor. We have a great mind to know who this 5 
n 


tleman is, only for our ſatis faction. | 
7 _ Yes, Madam, it would be a ſatis faction 
oubt. 

Dor. You muſt go and get acquainted with his foot- 
man, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of your 
ale, becauſe you're butler to-day. 

Scrub. Yes, Madam, I am butler every Sunday. 

Mrs. Sul. O brave fiſter ! of my conſcience you un- 
derſtand the mathematics already.—'Tis the beſt plot 
in the world; your mother, you know, will be gone to 
church, my ſpouſe will be got to the ale-houſe with his 
ſcoundrels, and the houſe will be our own—— -fo we 
—_—__ by accident, and aſk the fellow ſome queſtions 
ourſelves. In the country, you know, any ſtranger is 
company, and we're glad to take up with the butler m 
a country-dance, and happy if he'll do us the favour. 

Scrub. Oh, Madam, you wrong me; I never re- 
fus'd yourladyſhip the favour in my life. 

Enter Gipſy. 

Gip. Ladies, dinner's upon table, 

Der. Scrub, we'll excuſe your waiting Go 
where we order'd you. 

Scrub. I ſhall. 

SCENE changes to the inn. 
Enter Aimwell and Archer. 

Arch. Well, Tom, I find you're a markſman. 

Aim. A markſman! who ſo blind cou'd be as net 
diſcern a ſwan among the ravens ? 

Arch. Well, but heark'e, Aimmwell. 

Aim. Aimewell ! call me Oroondates, Cefario, Amadis, 
all that romance can in a lover paint, and then I'll an- 
ſwer. O Archer, I read her thouſands in her looks; ſhe 
look'd like Ceres in her harveſt, corn, wine, and oil, 
milk and honey, gardens, groves, and purling ftreams, 
play'd on her plenteous face. 

Arch. Her face ! her pocket, you mean : the corn, 
wine, and oil, lie there. In ſhort, ſhe has ten thouſand 
pounds, that's „ on't. 
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Ain. Her eyes | 

Arch. Are demi-cannons, to be fore; fo I won't 
and their battery, [ Going. 

Aim. Pray, excuſe me, my paſſion muſt have vent. 

Ar:%, Paikon ! what a plague, d'ye thirk the e 19. 
manic airs u d our builineſs? Were ry temper as 
extravagant a yorrs, my adventures have ſomething 
more romautic by half. 

Aim. Your adventure: | 

Arch. Yes. 


7 he nymph, that With ber twice ten Erndred prunt, 

IFit.> brazen: ergine hot, and quiif clear fiarch'l, 

Can fire the gujt in warming of the Led 
There's a touch of ſublime Milton for you, and the ſub. 
ject but an ian-keeper's daughter: I can play with a 
girl as an angler does with his fiſh ; he keeps it at the 
end of his line, runs it up the ſtream, and down the 
ſtream, till at laſt he brings it to hand, tickles the 
trout, and ſo whips it into his baſket. 

Enter Boniface. 

Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying is yonder's an 
boneſt fellow below, my lady Peuntiful's butler, who 
bers the honour that you wou'd go home with him 
and ſee his cellar. 

Arch. Do my befſemains to the gentleman, and tell 
him I will do myle'f the honour to wait on him im- 
mediately, as the ſaying is. 

Ben. I ſhall do your worſhip's commands, as the 
ſaying is. [Exit bowing ob/equiouſly. 

Aim, What do 1 hear? ſoft Ophens play, and fair 
T:ftiae fing ? 

Arch. Pihaw ! Domn your raptures ; I tell you here's 
a pump going to be put into the veſſel, and the ſhip 
will get into harbour, my life ont. You ſay, there's 
another lady very handſome there. | 

Aim. Yes faith. | 

Arch. I'm in love with her already. 

Aim. Can't you give me $ bill upon Cherry in the 
me an time ? 

Arch. No, no, friend, all her corn, wine, and oil, is 
ingroſs'd to my market. And ouce more I warn 
you, to keep your anchorage clear of mine; for if 8 
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fall foul of me, by this light, you ſhall go to the bot- 

tom. What! make prize of my little frigate, 

while I am upon the cruize for you. [Exit. 
Euter Boniface. 

Aim. Well, well, I won't.-—— Landlord ; have you 
any tolerable company in the houſe ? I don't care for 
dining alone. 

Ben. Yes, Sir, there's a captain below, as the ſaying 
is, that arriv'd about an hour ago. 

Aim. Gentlemen of his coat are welcome every- 
where; will you make him a compliment from me, 
and tell him | ſhould be glad of his company ? 

Fon. Who ſhall I tell him, Sir, wou'd 

Aim. Ha! that ſtroke was well thrown in. 
I'm only a traveller, like kimſclf, and wou'd be glad 
of his company, that's all. 

Ben. I obey your commands, as the ſaying is. [ Exit. 

. Enter Archer. 

Arch. *Sdeath | I had forgot; what title will you 
give yourſelt ? 

Aim. My brother's, to be ſure ; he wou'd never give 
me any thing elſe, ſo I'll make bold with his honour 
this bout. You know the reſt of your cue? 

Arch. Ay, ay. [Extte. 

Enter Gibbet. 
Gib. Sir, I'm yours. 
Aim. Tis more than I deſerve, Sir, for I don't know 
ou. 
, GiB. I don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never ſaw 
me before ! hope. [ Aſide 

Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the honour of 
ſeeing you now ? 

055. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any gentleman 
but my land lord 

Aim. O, Sir, I aſk your pardon, you're the captain 
he told me of. . 

Gib. At your ſervice, Sir. 

Aim. What regiment, may I be ſo bold ? 

Gib. A marching regiment, Sir, an old cor 

Aim. Very old, if your coat be regimental. { Afge.] 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir? | 

Gib. Ves, Sir, in the plantations, 'twas my lot to be 
ſent into the worſt ſervice; I wou'd have quitted it 


C 4 indeed, 


32 Tux Beaux STRATAGEM. 


indeed, but a man of honour, you know.——Befides, 
"twas for the good of my country that I ſhou'd be 
abroad. Any thing for the good of one's country 
Anm a Roman for that. 

Aim. One of the firſt, I'll lay my liſe [Af4e.] You 
found the Weft- Indies very hot, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 

Aim. Pray, Sir, ha'n't I ſeen your face at Vill; 
Coffee-houſe ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, and at White's too. 

Aim. And where is your company now,c aptain ? 

Gib. They a'n't come yet. 

Aim. Why, d'ye expect them here? 

Gib. They'll be here to-night, Sir. 

Aim. Which way do they march ? | 

Gib. Acroſs the country. The devil's in't, if I 
ha'n't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare—but 
I'm afraid he's not right, I mult tack about. [ Afide. 

Aim. Is your company to quarter at Litchfield ? 

Gib. In this houſe, Sir. | 

Aim. What! all? a 

Cib. My company 1s but thin, ha, ha, ha; we are 
but three, ba, ha, ha. 

Aim. You're merry, Sir. 

Gib. Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me. Sir, I underſtand 
the world, eſpecially the art of travelling: I don't 
care, Sir, for anſwering queſtions directly upon the 
road for I generally ride with a charge about me. 

Aim. Three or four, I believe. [Aue. 

ib. I am credibly informed that there are highway - 
men ons this quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect 
a gentleman of your figure——But truly, Sir, I have 
got ſuch a way of a upon the road, that I don't 
care for ſpeaking truth to any man. 

Aim. Your caution may be neceſſary 
ſame you're no captain. 

Gib. Not I, Sir; captain is a good travelling name, 
and fo I take it; it ſtops a great many fooliſh inquiries 
that are generally made about gentlemen that travel; 
it gives a man an air of ſomething, and makes the 
drawers obedient—— And thus far I am a captain, and 
no farther. | 

Aim. And pray, Sir, woes is your wee preteen t 

18. 


Then I pre- 
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Gib. O, Sir, you muſt excuſe me——upon my word, 
Sir, I don't think it ſafe to tell you. 

Aim. Ha, ha, upon my word, I commend you. 
Exter Boniface. 
Well, Mr. Boniface, what's the news ? 

Bon. There's another gentleman below, as the ſaying 
is, that hearing you were but two, would be glad to 
make the third man, if you'd give him leave. 

Aim. What is he ? 

Bon. A clergyman, as the ſaying is. 

Aim. A clergyman! is he really a clergyman? or, 
N AO VEINS name, as my friend the captain 

_ 
Bon. O, Sir, he's a prieſt, and chaplain to the French 
officers in town. 

Aim. Is he a Frenchman ? 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſeli. 

Gib. A Frenchman, and a prieſt! I won't be ſeen 
in his company, Sir; I have a value for my reputa- 
tion, Sir. 

Aim. Nay, but captain, fince we are by ourſelves — 
Can he ſpeak Exgliſb, Landlord? 

Bon. Very well, Sir; you may know him, as the 
faying is, to be a foreigner by his accent, and that's all. 

Aim. Then he has been in Exg/and before? 

Ban. Never, Sir; but he's a maſter of languages, as 
the ſaying is; he talks Latin, it does me good to hear 
him talk Latin. 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr Boniface. 

Bon. Not I, Sir, as the ſaying is; but he talks it ſo 
very faſt, that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 

Aim. Pray defire him to walk up. 

Bon. Here he is, as the ſaying is. 

Enter Foigard. 

F:ig. Save you, gentlemens bote. , 

Aim. A Frenchman! Sir, your moſt humb'e ſervant, 

Feig. Och, dear joy, I am your moſt faithful ſher- 
vant, and yours alſho. 

Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Egli,, but yc u 
have a mighty twang of the 2 

0 


Faig. My Engliſh is very well for the voids, but we 
foreigners, 9 cannot bring cur tor gues about 
the pronunciation fo ſoon. 


C5; 2 


34 Tur Beaux STRATAGEM. 


Aim. A foreigner! a downright Teague by this 
light. [Ve] Were you born in France, doctor? 

Faig. | was educated in Frarce, but 1 was bonned 
at Praels : ] am a ſubjeR of the kirg of Spain, joy. 

Gib. Wha: king of Spain, Sir? ſpeak. 

Foig. Upon my thoul, jo , I cannot tell you as yet. 

£im. Nay, captain, that was too hard upon the doc- 
tor, he's a ſtranger, 

Folg. O let him alone, dear joy, I am of a naticn 
that is nor eaſily put out of countenance. 

Aim. Come, gentlemen, III end the diſpute—— 
Here, landlord, is dinner ready ? 

Zon. Upon the table, as the ſaying is. 

fam. Gentlemen pray ———that door. 

Feig. No, no, fait, the captain muſt lead. 

Aim. No, doctor, the church is our guide. 

G:b. Ay, ay, fo it i [Exit foremeft, they follow. 


SCENE changes ts a gallery in Lat Bountiful' houſe. 


E.ter Archer and Scrub finging, and hr: ging one another ; 
Scrub with a tankard in bis hand, Gipſey lifining 


at a aiftence. 


Scrub. Tal, all, dall Come, my dear boy 
let us have that ſong once more 
arch. No, no, we ſhall diſturb the family - 
w::| you be ſure to keep the ſecret ? 
Scrub. Pho! upon my honour, as I'm a gentleman. 
Arch. "Tis enough You muſt know then, that my 
aſter is the lord viſcount Aimarell ; he fought a duel 
t'other day in London, wounded his man fo dangerouſly, 
that he thinks fit to withdraw till he hears whether the 
gentleman's wounds be mortal or not: he never was 
in th's part of Exgland before, ſo he choſe to retire to 
his place, that's all. 
Grp. And that's enough for me, [ Exit. 
Scrab. And where were you when your maſter fought ? 
Arch. Vie never know of our maſters quarrels. 
Geral. No! if our maſters in the country here re- 
ecive a challenge, the firſt thing they do, is to tell their 
wives; the wile tells the ſervants, the ſervants alarm 
the tenants, and in half an hour you ſhall have the 
whole country up in arms. 


Arch. To kinder two men from doing what ey 
* 


but 
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But if you ſhould chance to ta!k 


have no mind for 
now of this buſineſs ? 

Scrub. Talk! ah, Sir, had I not learn'd the knack of 
holding my tongue, I had never liv'd ſo long in a great 
family. 

Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure, there are ſecrets in all fa- 
milies. 

Scrub. Secrets, O Lud! but I'll fay no more 
— ſit down, we'll make an end of our tarkard: 

ere — 

Arch. With all my heart; who knows but you and 
may come to be better acquainted eh Here's 
your lady's health; you have three, I think, and to 
be ſure there muſt be ſecrets among em. 

Scrub. Secrets! Ah! friend, friend, I wich I had a 
friend. 

Arch. Am not I your friend? Come, you and I will 
be ſworn brothers. 

Scrub. Shall we? 

Arch. From this minute — ive me a ki 
And now brother Scrub 

Scrub. And now, brother Mariin, I will tell you a 
ſecret that will make your hair ſtand an end. 
You muſt know, that I am conſumedly in love. 

Arch. That's a terrible fſ-:cret, that's the truth on't. 

Scrub. That jade, Gip/e;, that was with us jult now 
in the cellar, is the a:ranteſt whore that ever wore à 
petticoat, and I'm dying for love of her. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha Are you in love with her 
perſon, or her virtue, brother Scrub ? 

$crab, I ſhould like virtue beſt, becauſe it is more 
durable than beauty ; for virtue holds good with ſome 
women lang, and many a day after they have loſt it. 

Lreh.-In the country, I grant ye, where no weman's 
virtue is loſt, till a baſtard be found. 

Scrub. Ay, cou'd I bring her to a baſtard, I ſhou'd have 
her all to my ſelf; but I dare not putic apon that lay, for 
fear of beirg ſent for a ſoldier Pray, brother, how do 
you gentlemen in London like that ſame preſſing- act? 

- Arch. Very ill. brother Scrub is the worſt 
that ever was made for us: formerly I remember 
the good days when we cou'd dun our maſters for our 
wages, and if they refuſed to pay us, we cou'd have a 
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warrant to carry 'em before a juſtice ; but now if we 
talk of eating, they have a warrant for us, and carry 
vs before three juſtices, 

Scrub. And to be ſure we go, if we talk of eating; 
for the juſtices won't give their own ſervants a bad ex- 
ample. Now this is my misfortune——I dare not 


ſpeak in the houſe, while that jade, Gipſey, dings about 


like a fury—Once I had the better end of the ſtaff. 

Arch. And how comes the change now ? 

Scrub. Why, the mother of all this miſchief is a prieſt, 

Arch. A priett ! 

Scrub. Ay, a damn d fon of a whore of lon, that 
came over hither to ſay grace to the French officers, and 
eat up our proviſions —- There's not a day goes over 
his head without a dinner or ſupper in this houſe. 

Arch. How came he ſo familiar in the family? 

Scrub. Becauſe he ſpeaks Exgliß as if he had liv'd 
here all his Life, and tells lies as if he had been a tra- 
veller from kis cradle. 

Arch. And this prieſt, I'm afraid, has converted the 
affections of your Gip/ey. 

Scrub. Converted! ay, and perverted, my dear friend 
For, I'm afraid, he bas made her a whore and a pa- 

iſt—But this is nat all; there's the French count and 
Mrs. Sullen, they're in the confederacy, and for ſome 
private ends of their own too, to be ſure. 

Arch. A very hopeful ſamily yours, brother Scrub ; 
I ſuppoſe the maiden lady has her lover too. 

Scrub. Not that I know—She's the beſt on em, that's 
the truth on't : but they take care to 12 my curi- 
ofity, by giving me ſo much buſineſs, that I'm a perfect 
ſlave:— What d'ye think is my place in this family? 

Arch. Butler, I ſappoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, Lord help ou III tell you——Cfa 
© Manday I drive the coach, of a Tueſday I drive the 

lough, on Wedneſday | follow the hounds, a Thurſday 
J dun the tenants, on Friday I go to market, on Satur- 
draw warrants, and a Surgay 1 draw beer. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in life, 
ou have enough on't, my dear brother—— But what 
dies are thoſe? 

Scrat. Ours, ours; that upon the right hand is Mrs. 

Sulln, and the other Mrs. Dorinda Don't mind 
em, fit ill, man Enter 
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Enter Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda. 

Mrs. Sal. I have heard my brother talk of my lord 

Ainrwell, but they ſay that his brother is the finer gen- 
tleman 


Dor. That's impoſſible, ſiſter. 

Mrs. Sz/. He's vaſtly rich, and very cloſe they ſay. 

Dor. No matter for that; if I can creep into his heart, 
I'll open his breaſt, I warrant him: I have heard ſay, 
that people may be gueſs'd at by the behaviour of their 
ſervants; I cou'd wiſh we might talk to that fellow. 

Mrs. Sal. So do I; for I think he's a very pretty 
fellow: come this way, III throw out a lure for him 
preſently. | 

[They walk @ ten towards the oppoſite fide of the 

flage, Mrs. Sullen drops her fan, Archer runs, 
takes it up, and gives it to ber. |] 

Arch. Corn, wine and oil indeed———But, I think, 
the wife has the greateſt plenty of fleſh and blood ; ſhe 
ſhould be my choice—Ay, ay, ſay you ſo—Madam, 

Mrs. S“. O Sir, I thank you—— What a handſome 
bow the fellow made! 

Dor. Bow! Why, I have known ſeveral footmen 
come down from Landon, ſet up here for dancing- 
maſters, and carry off the beſt fortunes in the country. 

Arch. [ Afide } That project, for ought I know, had 
been better than ours Brother Scrub, why don't you 
"== Ladies this is the ſtrange gentleman's ſervant 

Scrub. 16s, this is 
that you ſaw at church to day * underſtood he came 
from Londox, and ſo I invited him to the cellar, that he 
might ſhew me the neweſt flourih in whetting my 
kmves. | 

Dor. And 1 hope you have made much of him. 

Arch. O yes, Madam, but the ſtrength of your la- 
dyſhip's liquor is a little too potent for the conſtitution 
of your humble ſervant. 

Mrs. Sal. What, then you don't uſually dvink ale. 

Arch. No, Madam, my evnſtant drink is tea, or a 
little wine and water ; 'tis preſcribed me by the phy- 
hcian for a remedy againſt the ſplecn. 

Scrub. O la! O la ᷣ—a footman have the ſpleen— 

Mrs. S«/. I thought that diſtemper had —_ 


oper to people of quality. . 
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Arch. Madam, like all other faſhions it wears out, 
and fo deſcends to their ſervants ; tho' in a great many 
of us, I belicve, it proceeds from ſome melancholy par- 

"ticles in the blood, occaiconed by the fagnation of 


wages. 

Dor. How affectedly the fellow talks How long, 
pray, have you ferv'd your preſent maſter ? 

Arch. Not long; my life has been moſtly ſpent in 
the ſ.rvice of the ladies. 

Mrs. Sal. And pray, which ſervice de you like beſt ? 

Arch. Madam, the ladies pay beſt; the honour of 
ſerving them is ſufficient wages; there is a charm in 
their looks that delivers a pleaſure with their com- 
mands, and gires our duty the wings of inclination. 

Mrs. Sul. That flight was above the pitch of a livery ; 
and, Sir, wou'd not you be fſatisfy"d to ſerve a lady 
again ? 

Arch. As groom of the chambers, Madam, but vot 
as a footman. 

Mrs. Sul. I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as footman before? 

Arch. For that reaſon I wou'd not ſerve in that poſt 
agair ; for my memory is too weak for the load of 
meſſages that the ladies lay upon their ſervants in Lon- 
din: My lady Hcxed'ye, the laſt miſtreis I ſerv'd, call'd 
me up one morning, and told me, Martin, go to my lady 
Allaigbt with my humble ſervice ; tell her I was to 
wait on her ladyſtip yeſterday, and left word with Mrs. 
Rebecca, that the preliminaries of the affair ſhe knows 
of, are itopt till we know the concurrence of the per- 
fon that I know of, for which there are circumſtances 
wanting which we ſhall accommodate at the old place ; 
but that in the mean time there is a perſon about her 
ladyſhip, that from ſeveral hints and furmiles, was ac- 
ceſſary at a certain time to the diſappointments that 
naturally attend things, that to her knowledge are of 
more importance . 

—_—_ * 0 Ha, ha, where are you going, Sir? 

Arch. Why, I ha'n't half done — The whole 
howd'ye was about half an hour long; ſo happen d to 
miſplace two ſyllables, and was turn'd off, reuder d 
incapable 

Dax. The pleaſanteſt fellow, Siſter, I ever ny” 
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| Bat, friend, if your maſter be married, I preſume 
you ſiill ſerve a lady. 
Arch. No, Madam, I take care never to come into a 


married family; the commands of the maſter and mil- 


treſs are always ſo contrary, that 'tis impoſlible to 
pleaſe both. 
Dor. There's a main point gain'd.—— My lord is 
not marry'e, I find. [ Aide. 
Mrs. Sul. But I wonder, friend, that in ſo many good 
ſervices, you had not a better proviſion made for jou 
Arch. I don't know how, Madam. I am very 
well as I am. 
Mrs. Sz/. Something for a pair of gloves. 
[Offering him money. 
Arch. I humbly beg leave to be excuſed : my maſter, 
Madam, pays me; nor Gare I take money from any 
other hand, without injuring his honour, and diſobey- 


ing his commands. [ Exit. 


Der. 'I his is ſurprizing : Did you ever ſee ſo pretty 
a well-bred fellow ? 

Mrs. Sul. The devil take him for wearing that livery, 

Dor. I fancy, ſiſter, he may be ſome gentleman, a 
friend of my lord's, that his lordſhip has pitch'd upon 
for his courage, fidelity, and diſcretion, to bear him 
company in this dreſs, and who ten to one was his 
ſecond. 

Mrs. Sul. It is fo, it muſt be ſo, and it ſhall be ſfo— 
For II ke him. 

Der. What! better than the count ? 

Mrs. Sal. The count happen d to be the moſt agree- 
able man upon the place; and fo I choſe him to ſerve 
me in my defign upon my huſband But I ſhould 
like this fellow better in a defign upon mylelf. 

Der. But now, fiſter, for an interview with this 
lord, and this gentleman; how fhal! we bring that 
about ? 

Mrs. Sal. Patience] you country ladies give no quar- 
ter, if once you be evter'd Wou'd you prevent 
their defires, and give the tcjlows no wiſhing time —- 
Look'e, Dorinda, if my lord Airmwell loves vou or de- 
ſerves you, he'll find a way to fec you, and there we 
muſt leave it. My bulineſs comes now upon the 
tapiz———— Have you prepar'd your brother? 


Dor. 
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Dor. Yes, yes. 

Mrs. Sz/. And how did he reliſh it ? 

Der. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to himſelf, 
and promiſed to be guided by me: but here he comes 

| Enter Sullen. 

Sul. What finging was that I heard juſt now ? 

Mrs. Sal. The finging in your head, my dear, you 
complain'd of it all day. ; 

Sul. You're impertinent. 

Mrs. Sal. I was ever ſo, fince I became one fleſh 
with you. 

go One fleſh ! rather too carcaſes join'd unnatu- 
rally , 
Ev Sul. Or rather a living ſoul coupled to a dead 

Y. 

Dor. So, this is fine encouragement for me! 

Sal. Yes, my wife ſhews you what you muſt do! 

Mrs. Sul. And my huſband ſhews you what you 
muſt ſuffer. 

Sal. Sdeath, why can't you be filent ? 

Mrs. Sul. Sdeath, why can't you talk? 

Sul. Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 

Mrs. Sal. Do you think to any purpoſe ? 

Sul. Sifter, beark'e [Vipers] I ſhan't be home 


till it be late. [ Exit. 
Mrs. Sal. What did he whiſper to ye? 
Dor. That he wou'd go round the back - way, come 


into the cloſet, and _ * directed him. Zut let 

me once more, dear , to this project; 

for, = told you before, inſtead e to 

i you may provake him to rage; and then who 
knows how far his brutality may carry him ? 

Mrs. Sal. Em provided to. receive him, I warrant 

you. [ Excurt. 

The Erd of the third ACT. 


ACT IV. SCENE Continnes. 
Pater Dorinda meeting Mrs. Sullen, and Lady Bountiful. 
Dor. EWS, dear filter, news, news. 

Enter Archer running. 
Arch. Where, where is my Lady Bountiful ?—Pray,. 
which is the old Lady of yau three? _ 
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L. Boun. I am. 

Arch. O Madam, the fame of your ladyſhip's cha- 
rity, goodneſs, benevolence, {kill and ability, have 
drawn me hither to implore your ladyſhip's help in be- 
half of my unfortunate maſter, who is this moment 
breathing hi laſt. 

L. Bun. Your maſter ! where is he? 

Arch. At your gate, Madam drawn by the appear - 
ance of your handſome houſe to view it nearer, and 
walking up the avenue, he was taken ill of a ſudden 
with a fort of I know not what; but dowa he fell, and 
there he lies. 

L. Boun, Here, Scrub, Gip/cy, all run, get my eaſy- 
chair down ſtairs, put the gentleman in it, and bring 
him in quickly, quickly. 

Arch. Heaven will reward your ladyſhip for this 
Charitable act. 

L. Boun. Is your maſter us'd to theſe fits ? 

Arch. O yes, Madam, frequently.——T have knowa 
him have five or ſix of a night. 

I. Boun. What's his name ? 

Arch. Lord, Madam, he's a dying; a minute's care 
or neglect may ſave or deſtroy his life. 

L. Boun. Ah, poor gentieman ! Come, friend, ſhew 
me the way; I'll ſee him brought in myſelf. 

| [ Exit wcith Archer. 

Dor. O ſiſter, my heart flutters about ſtrangely, I 
can hardly forbear running to his aſſiſtance. 

Mrs. Sul. And I'll lay my life he deſerves your aſ- 
ſiſtance more than he wants it: Did not I tell you that 
my lord would find a way to come at you? Love's his 
diſtemper, and you mult be the phyfician; put on all 
your charms, ſummon all your fire into your eyes, 
— the whole artillery of your looks againſt his 

reaft, and down with him. 

Dor. O, ſiſter, I'm but a young gunner ; I ſhall be 
afraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhould recoil, and 
hurt myſelf. 

Mrs. Sal. Never fear; you ſhall ſee me ſhoot before 
you, if you wall. 

Dor. No, no, dear fiſter, you have miſs d your mark 
ſo unfortunately, that I ſha'n't care for being in- 
ſtructed by you. 

8 Enter 
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Enter Aimwell in a chair carry d by Archer and Scrub, 

Tx Bountiful, Gipley; Aimwell counterfeiting a 

n. 

L. B un. Here, here, let's ſee the hartſhorn drops. — 
Gif/ey, a glaſs of fair water, his fit's very ſtrong 
Bleſs me, how his hands are clench'd ! 

Arch. For ſhame, ladies, what d'ye do? why don't 
you help us ?!———Pray. Madam, [Ie Dorinda] take 
his hand, and open it, if you can, whilſt | hold his 
head. [Dorinda takes his hand. 

Dor. Poor gentleman—Oh—hte has got my hand 
wichin his, and {ſqueezes it unmercifully - — 

L. Pour. Tis the violence of his convulſion, child. 

Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poileſs'd in theſe 
caſes.—Ile'll bite you, if you don't have a care. 

Dor. Oh, my hand! my hand ! - 

L., Bean. What's the matter with the fooliſh girl? 
J have got this hand open, you fee, with à great deal 
of caſe. 

Arch. Ay. but, Madam, your daughter's hand is 
ſomewhat warmer than your ladyihip's, and the heat 
of it draws the force of the ſpirits that way. 

Mrs. Hal. I find, friend, you're very learned in theſe 
ſort of fits. 

Arch. Tis no wonder, Madam, for I'm often trou- 
bled with them myſelf; I find my ſelf extremely ill at 


this minute. [ Looking hard at Ars. Sullen. 
Mrs. Sul. [ Afide ] I fancy I cou'd find a way to cure 
vou. 


L. Beun. His fit holds him very long. 
Arch. Longer than uſual, Madam. 
L. Boun. Where did his illneſs take him firſt, pray? 
Arch. To day at church, Madam. 
L. Bean. Your maſter ſhould never go wi hout a 
bottle to ſmell to——GCa ! he recover> the la- 
vender-water O, he comes to himſelf. Hm a lit 
tle, Sir, hem. Cy. bring the cordial-water. 

{ A\tmwell ens to awake in amaze. 

Dor. How do you. Sic: 

Aim. Where am |? [ Rijfing. 
Sure I have paſs'd the gulph of ſilent death, 
And now am landed on ch EH ſhore 

f Behold 
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Behold the goddeſs of thoſe happy plains, 
Fair Pr;jerp/ne—let me adore thy bright d'vinity. 
( Anzels te Dorinda, and kifjes her hand. 
Mrs. Sul. So, fo, fo, I knew where the fit would 
End. -1 
Aim. Fur; ice perhaps 
How co::'d thy Ot eus keep his word, 
And not lool back upon thee; 
No tre: ure hut nhytelf cou'd ture have brib'd him 
To look cue minute ofr thee. 
I. Bous De':.rinus, pour gentleman ! 
Arch. Very delirious. Maam, very delirious. 
Aim. Martin's viice, | think, 
Arch, Yes, ms. lord tow does ycur lorcſhip ? 
L. Benn Lord! did you mind that, girls? 
Aim. Mere am 1: p 
Arch. In very good hands. Sir, You were talen 
juſt now with one of your oid firs. under the tiees, juſt 
by this good lady's houſe; her ladyſhi wad you taken 
in, and has miraculouſly brought yo. to yourt. If, as 
you. ſee | 
Aim. I am ſo confounded with ſhame, Madam, that 
can now only beg pardon and refer my acknow- 
I-dgments for your ladyſhip's care, till an opportunity 
offers of making ſome amends.—1 dare be no longer 
troubleſome.— Aar in, give two guineas to the ſer- 
vants. [ Going. 
Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon into 
the air; you don't look, Sir, as if you were perfectly 
 recover'd. 
Here Archer talks to Lech Bountiful in dumb fav, 
Ain. hat I ſhall never be, Madam; my preſent 
illnets is fo rocted, that I muſt expect to carry it to 
wy grave. | 
L. Baux. Come, Sir, your ſervant has been telling 
me that you're apt to relapſe, if you go into the air 
Your good manners ſha'n't yet the better of ours.—You 
ſhall fir down again, Sir: Come, Sir, we don't 
mind ceremonies in the country.— Here, Sir, my ſer- 
vice t'ye. You ſhall taſte my water; 't s a cordial, 
I can aſſure you, and of my own making, [Aimwell 
drinks.) And how d'ye find yourſelf now, Sir? 
Aim. Somewhat better tho* very faint ſtill. 
L. Brun. 
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L. Benn. Ay, ay, people are always faint after thoſe 
fits. Come, girls, you ſhall ſhew the tleman the 
houſe ; tis but an old family building, Sir: but you'll 
find ſome tolerable pictures. Doriada, ſhew the 
gentleman the way. [Zxi:.] I muſt go to the poor 
woman below. 

Dor. This way, Sir. i 

Aim. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my fervant te 
wait on you, for he underſtands pictures very well. 

Mrs. Sz/. Sir, we underſtand original: as well as he 
does pictures, fo he may come along. 

[ Ex. Dor. Mrs. Sul. Aim. Arch. Aim. lead Dor. 
Enter Foigard. 

Foig. Save you, Maſter Scrub. 

Scrub. Sir, I won't be ſav d your way I hate a 

ieft, I abhor the French, and I defy the devil—Sir, 

'm a bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of my 
blood to keep out popery and ſlavery. 

Foig. Maſter Scrub, you wou d put me down in poli- 
tics, and fo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs. Gipſey. 

Scrub, Good Mr. priett, you can't ſpeak with her; 
ſhe's fick, Sir ; ſhe's gone F eq Sir; ſhe's —dead 
two months ago, Sir. 

Enter Gipfey. 

Grip. How now, impudence! How dare you talk fo 
ſaucily to the doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it ill; for 
the common people of England are not fo civil to 
ſtrangers, as 

Scrub. You lie, you lie tis the common people, 
ſuch as you are, that are civileſt to ſtrangers. 

Gip- Sirrah, I have 2 good mind to Get you 
out, I ſay! 

Scrub. I won't. 


me again captain has me on one fide, and 
he prief on t'other :——So between the gown and 


Gip. What, Sirrah, won't you march ? 
Scrub. No, my dear, I won't march—but I'll walk: 
—— A nd I'll make bold to liſten a little too. 
[Goes behind the fide-ſcene, and 2 
Pp. 
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Gip. Indeed, doctor, the count has been barbarouſly 
treated, that's the truth on't. 

Feig. Ah, Mrs. Gip/ey, upon my ſhoul, now Gra, his 
camplainings would mollify the marrow in your bones, 
and move the bowels of your commiſeration ; he > 
and he dances, and he fiſtles, and he ſwears, and he 
laughs, and he ſtamps, and he ſings : in conclufion, 
joy, he's afflited, @ la Frangois, and a ſtranger wou'd 
not know whider to cry, or to laugh with him. | 

Gip. What wou'd you have me do, doctor? 

Foi g. Noting, joy, but only hide the count in Mrs. 
Sullen's cloſet, when it is dark. 

Gip. Nothing ! Is that nothing ? It wou'd be both 
a fin and a ſhame, doctor. 

Faig. Here is twenty Lewid:res, joy, for ſhame; 
and will give ——_ abſolution for the Kin. V 

Gip. But won't that money look like a bribe ? 

Faig. Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it. —If you re- 
ceive the money before hand, twill be, /ogice, a bribe ; 
but if you ſtay till afterwards,'twill be only a gratification. 

Gip. Well, doctor, I'll take it /ogice But what 
mult I do with my conſcience, Sir ? 

Feig. Leave dat wid me, joy; I am your prieſt, 
Gra ; and your conſcience is under my hands. 

Gip. But ſhou'd I put the count into the cloſe. 

Faig. Vell, is dere any ſhin for a man's being in a 
cloſhet ? one may go to prayers in a cloſhet. 

Gip. But if the lady ſhou'd come into her chamber, 
and go to bed ? 

Feig. Vel, and is dere any ſhin in going to bed, joy? 

Gip. Ay, but if the parties ſhou'd meet, doctor? 

Foig. Vel den the parties muſt be reſponſible. 
— Do you be gone after putting the count in the clo- 
ſet; and leave the ſhins wid themſelve;. [ will come 
with the count to inftrut you in your chamber. 

Grp. Well, doctor, your religion is ſo pure—Methinks 
Im ſo eaſy after an abſolution, and can &n afreſh with ſo 
much ſecurity, that I'm reſolv'd to die a martyr to't.—- 
Here's the key of the en-door ; come in the back- 
way, when tis late.—I'Il be ready to receive you; but 
don't ſo much as whiſper, only take hold of my hand; 
III lead you, and do you lead the count, and follow 
me. [ Exeunt. 

| | Enter 
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Exter Scrub. 
Scrub. What witchcraft now have theſe two imps of 
the devil been a hatching here ?—There's twenty 
Lewidores ; E heard that, and ſaw the purſe: but I 
maſt give room to my betters. 
Enter Mys. Sul. and Archer. 
Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, [To Archer.] how d'ye like that 
iece ? 
gy O, "tis L-da.———You find, Madam, how Ju- 
piter came diſguis'd to make love 
Mrs. Sal. Pray, Sir, what head is that in the corner 
there ? 
Arch. O. Madam, 'tis poor Ovid in his exile. 
Mr:. Sul. What was he baniſh'd for? 
Arch. His ambitious love, Madam, [ Zowing.] His 
misfortune touches me. . 
Mrs. Sul. Was he ſucceſsful in his amours ? 
Arch. There he has left us in the dark. He was 
too much a gentleman to tell. 
Mrs. Sul. If he were ſecret, I pity him. 
Arch. And if he were ſucceſsful, I envy him. 
Mrs. Sul. How d'ye like that Venus over the chimney ? 
Arch. Venus! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for your pic- 
ture; but now I look again, 'tis not handſome enough. 
Mrs. Sul. Oh, what a charm is flattery! if you 
wou d ſee my picture, there it is, over that cabinet. — 
How d'ye like it ? | 
Arch. I muſt admire any thing, Madam, that has the 
leaſt reſemblar.ce of you. — But methinks, Madam,— 
[ He looks at the picture and Mrs. Sullen ihree cr four 
times, by turns,] Pray, Madam, who drew it? 
Mrs. Sal. A fameus hand, Sir. 
[ Here Aimwell and Dorinda go off. 
Arch. A famous hand, Madam :—Your eyes, indeed, 
are featur'd there: but where's the ſparkling moiſture, 
ſhiving fluid, in which they ſwim? The picture, in- 
deed, has your dimples; but where's the ſwarm of 
killing wn that ſhou'd ambuſh there ? The lips too 
are figur'd out : but where's the carnation-dew, the 
pouting ripeneſs that tempts the taſte in the original? 
Mrs. Sul. Had it been my lot to have match'd with 
ſuch a man ! [Aldi. 
Arch. Your breaſts too, preſumptuous man ! what! 
paint 
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int heaven! 4 os, Madam, in the next 
TE Qure is 4 was ſtruck dead with Keke. 
ning, for offering to imitatE Fove's thunder; I hope 
you ſerv'd the painter ſo, Madam. 
Mrs. Sul. Had my eyes the power of thunder, they 
ſhou'd employ their lightning better. 
Arch. There's the fneſt bed in that room, Madam; 
I ſuppoſe 'tis your ladyſhip's bed-chamber ? 
Mrs. Sl. And what then, Sir? 
Arch. I think the quilt is the richeſt that ever I ſaw. 
Il can't at this diſtance, Madam, diltinguiſh the figures 
of the embroidery : Will you give me leave, Madam? / 
Mrs. Sul. The devil take his impucence,—Sure, if 
I gave him an opportunity, he durſt not be rude. I 
have a great mind to try.—[ Ging. Returns. ] 'Sdeath, 
what am I doing ?—And alone too !— Sitter, ſiſter. 
Arch. III follow her cloſc.— 


For where a Frenchman durſt attempt to florm, 
4 Briton, ſure may well the work perform. [Going. 


Enter Scrub. 


Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. 

Arch. O brother Scrub, I beg your pardon, I was 
not a going: Here's a guinea my maſter order'd you. 

Scrub. A guinea; hi, hi, hi, a guinea! eh by 
this light it is a guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect 
twenty ſhillings in change. 

Arch. Not at all; I have another for Ge. 

Scrub. A guinea for her! Fire and faggot for the 
witch.— Sir, give me that guinea, and 11 diſcover a 
*. 

Arch. A Plet! 

Scrub. Ay, Sir, a plot, a horrid plot. —Firft, it muſt 
be a plot, becauſe there's a woman in't: Secondly, it 
muſt be a plot, becauſe there's a prieſt int: Thirdly, 
it muſt be a plot, becauſe there's French gold in't: 
And Fourthly, it muſt be a plot, becauſe I don't know 
what to make on't. 

Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, brother Scrub. 

Scrub. Truly I'm afraid ſo too; for where there's a 
prieſt and a woman, there's always a myſtery and a 
riddle.— This I know, that here has been the doctor 
with a temptation in one hand, and an abſolution * 
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other, and Gipſey has ſold herſelf to the devil; I ſaw 
the price paid down, my eyes ſhall take their oath on't. 

Arch. And is all this buſtle about Grp/ey ? 

Scrub, That's not all; I could hear but a word here 
and there ; but I remember they mention'd a count, a 
cloſet, a back door, and a key. 

Arch. The count! Did you hear nothing of Mrs. Su//en? 

Scrub. I did hear ſome word that ſounded that way: 
but whether it was Salla or Dorinda, I cou'd not diſ- 
tinguiſh. 

Arch. You have told this matter to no body, brother ? 

Scrub. Told! No, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm 
reſolv'd never to ſpeak one word, pro nor cor, till we 
have a peace. 

Arch. You're i'th' right, brother Scrub; here's a 
treaty a-foot between the count and the lady.— The 

ieſt and the chamber-maid are err | 
fe han go hard but I'll find a way to be included in 
the treaty. Where's the doctor, now? 

Scrub. He and Gip/ey are this moment devouring my 
lady's marmalade in the cloſet. 

Aim. | From without] Martin, Martin “ 

Arch. I come, Sir, I come. 

Scrub. But you forget the other guinea, brother Martin. 

Arch, Here I give it with all my heart. 

Scrub. And I take it with all my foul. [ Exeunt ſeve- 
rally.) I'cod, I'll ſpoil your plotting, Mrs. Gipſey ; and 
if you ſhou'd ſet the captain upon me, theſe two gui- 
neas will buy me off. [Exit. 

Eater Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda, meeting. 

Mrs. Sal. Well, ſiſter. 

Dor. And well, fitter. 

Mrs. Sal. What's become of my lord? 

Dor. What's become of his ſervant ? 

Mrs. Sul. Servant! He's a prettier fellow, and a 
finer gentleman by fifty degrees than his maſter. 

Dor. O my conſcience, I fancy you cou'd beg that 
fellow at the gallows foot. 

Mrs. Sal. O' my conſcience I cou'd, provided I 
cou'd put a friend of yours in his room. 

Der. You deſn d me, ſiſter, to leave you, when you 

tranſgreſs'd the bounds of honour. 

Mrs. Sal. Thou dear cenſorious country girl 
What 
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What doſt mean? You can't think of the man without 
the bedfellow, I find. | 

Dor. I don't find any thing unnatural in that thought ; 
while the mind is converſant with fleſn and blood, it 
muſt conform to the humours of the company. 

Mrs. Sal. How a li:tle love and — im- 

a woman ? Why, child, you begin to live. — 
ou never {poke before. 

Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to before: my lord 
has told me, that I have more wit and beauty than any 
of my ſex ; and truly I begin to think the man is ſincere. 

Mrs. Sul. You're in the right, Dorinda; pride is the 
life of a woman, and flattery is our daily bread. 
But I'!l lay you a guinea that I had finer things ſaid to 
me than you had. | 

Dor. Done. What did your fellow ſay to ye? 

Mrs. Sul. My fellow took the picture of Venus for 
mine. 

Der. But my lover took me for Venus herſelf. 

Mrs. Sal. Common cant! Had my ſpark call'd me 


a Venn directly, I ſhou'd have belicv'd him a footman 


in good earneſt, 

Der. But my lover was upon his knees to me. 
Mrs. Sal. And mine was upon his tiptoes to me. 
Der. Mine vow'd to die for me. 

Mrs. Sal. Mine ſwore to die with me. 
Dor. Mine kiſs d my hand ten thouſand times. 
Mrs. Sal. Mine has all that pleaſure to come. 

Der. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. 
Mrs. Sul. Mine had his moving things too. 

Dor. Mine offer d marriage. 

Mrs. Sz/ O Lard! Dye call that 2 moving thing ? 

Dor. The ſharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my dear litter ; 
Why. my ten thouſand pounds may lie brooding 
here this ſeven years, and hatch nothing ar laſt but fome 
i]l-natur'd clown like yours :—whcreas, if I marry 
my lord Aimwwell, there will be title, place and prece- 
dence, the park, the play, and the drawing-rcom, {plen- 
dor, equipage, noiſe and lambeaux — Hey, my lady 
Ainrwel['s ſervants there. —Lights, lights to the fairs. 
My lady Aimwells coach, put forward. Stand by; 
make room for her ladyſhip ——Are not theſe things 
moving ? What! „ of a ſudden ! 


Mr. 


| 
l 
| 
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Mrs. Sal. Happy, happy ſiſter! Your angel has been 
watchful for your happineſs, whilſt mine ſlept re- 
leſs of his charge. Long ſmiling years of circling 
joys for you; but not one hour for me 1 
Dor. Come, my dear, well talk of ſomething elſe. 

Mrs. Sal. O Dorinda, I own myſelf a woman, full of 
my ſex, a gentle, generous ſoul, —eaſy and yielding to 
ſoft defires, a ſpacious heart, where love aud all his 
train might lodge: And muſt the fair apartment of my 
breaſt be made a ſtable for a brute to le in ? 

Der. Meaning your huſband, I ſuppoſe ? 

Mrs. Sal. Huſband ! No,—Even huſband is too ſoft 
a name for him.— But come, I expect my brother here 
to night or to-morrow: he was abroad when my father 
marry'd me; perhaps he'll find a way to make me eaſy. 

Dor. Will you promiſe not to make yourſelf eaſy in 
the mean time with my lord's friend ? 

Mrs. Sal. You miſtake me, ſiſter. —It happens with 
us as among the men, the greateſt talkers are the greateſt 
cowards: and there's a reaſon for it; thoſe ſpirits eva- 
porate in prattle, which might do more miſchief if they 
took another courſe. Tho”, to confeſs the truth, I 
do love that fellow ;—and if I met him dreſt as he 
ſhou'd be, and I undreſt as I ſhou'd be Look'e, 
ſiſter, I have no ſupernatural gifts: I can't ſwear 1 
cou'd reſiſt the temptation, though I can ſafely 
miſe to avoid it; and that's as much as the beſt of us 

Euter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 

Arch. And the aukward kindneſs of the good mo- 
therly old gentlewoman. 

Aim. And the coming eaſineſs of the young one.— 
'Sdeath, tis pity to deceive her. 

Arch. Nay, if you adhere to thoſe principles, ſtop 
where you are. 

Aim. I can't ſtop ; for I love her to diſtraction. 

Arch. Sdeath, if you love her a hair's breadth be- 
yond diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. 

Aim. Well, well, any thing to deliver us from ſaun- 
tering away our idle evenings at White's, Tom's, or 
Wilr's, be flinted to bear looking at our old ac- 
quaintance, the cards, becauſe our impotent pockets 
can't afford us a gũinea for the mercenary drabs ;—and 

ten 
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ten tho iſand ſuch raſcally tricks had we outliv'd 
our for unes among our acquaintance.——But now —— 

Arch. Ay, now is the time to prevent all this.—Strike 
while be iron is hot. ——This prieſt is the luckieſt pat 
of our adventure; he ſhall marry you, and pimp for me. 

Aim. But I ſhould not like a woman that can be ſo 
fond of a Frenchman. 

Arch. Alas, Sir, neceflity has no law; the lady may 
be in diſtres. Well, if the plot lies as I ſuſpect—I 
muſt put on the gentleman. But here comes the 
doctor: I ſhall be ready. [Exit. 

Enter Foigard. 

Feig. Sauve you, noble friend. 

Aim. O Sir, your ſervant: pray, doctor, may I 
crave your name ? 

Fiig. Fat naam is upon me? my naam is Faigard, joy. 

Aim. Foigard ! A very good name for a clergyman : 
pray, doctor Fiigard, were you ever in Ireland ? 

Fag. Ireland] No, joy; Fat Yort of plaace is dat 
ſaam [re/and ? Dey fay de people are catch'd dere when 
dey are young. 

Aim. And ſome of em here when they are old: 
as for example—[Takes Foigard by the foulder.) Sir, I 
arreſt you as a traitor againſt the government; you're 
a ſubje& of Frg/ard, and this morning ſhew'd me a 
commiſſion by which you ſerv d as chaplain in the 
French army: this is death by our law, and your re- 
verence molt hang for't. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, noble friend, dis is firange 
news you tell me, fader Foigard a ſubje& of England! 
de ſon of a burgomaſter of Bruſſeli a ſubject of England ! 
Ubooboo 

Aim. The ſon of a bog trotter in Ireland; Sir, your 
tongue will condemn youu before any bench in the 
kingdom. | 

oig. And is my tongue all your evidenſh, joy? 

Aim. That's enough. 

Feig. No, no, joy, for I will never ſpake Erg/i/b no 
more. 

Aim. Sir, I have other evidence, —H:re, Martin, 
you know this fellow. 


D 2 Enur 


— N 


„„ 


— — — 


52 Tur Braux STRATAGEM. 


Enter Archer. 
Arch. [in a brogae.] Saave you, my dear cuſſen, how 


does your health? 


F.ig. Ah! Upon my ſhoul, dere is my countryman, 
and his brogue will hang mine. [ Aide. ] Mynbere, Ick wet 
neat watt hey zacht, Ich Univerſion exe neat, ſacrament. 

Aim. Altering your language won't do, Sir; this fel- 
low knows j our perſon, and will ſwear to your face. 

Feig. Faaſh! Fey, is dere brogue upon my faaſh too? 

Arch. Upon my ſoulvation dere iſh, joy.— Zut, cuſſen 
Mac / Gane. vil you not put a remembrance upon me? 

Feig. Mach ane ! By St. Paatrick, dat is my naame 
fhure cnough. [ 4/ide. 

Aim. 1 fancy, Archer, you have it. 

Foig. The devil hang you, joy. 
quaintance are you my cuſſen? 

Arch. O, de devil hang your ſhelf, joy ; you know 
we were little boys togeder upon de ſchool, and your 
foiter-moder's ſon was marry'd upon my nurſe's chiſter, 
joy, and ſo we are [14 cuſſens. 

Foig. De devil taake de relation! Vel, joy, and fat 
ſchool was it ? 

Arch. I think ic vas—Aay.—'twas Tipperary. 

Foig. Now, upon my ſhoul, joy, it was Kilkenny. 

Aim. That's enough for us.—Self-confeſhon. 
Come, Sir, we mult deliver you into the hands of the 
next magiſtrate 

Arch, He ſends you to gaol, you're try'd next aſ- 
fizes, and away you go ſwing into purgatory. 

Feig. And is it fo wid you, cuſlen ? 

Arch. It wil be ſho wid you, cuſſen, if you don't im- 
meCiately confeſs the ſecret betu ern you and Mrs. 
Gip/ey. Look'e, Sir, the gallows or he ſecret, take 
your choice. 

Foig. The gallows! Upon my ſhoul I hate that ſhame 
8 for it is a diſeaſh dat is fatal to our family. 

el, den, there is nothing, ſhentlemens, but Mrs. Sal- 
len wou'd ſpaak wid the count in ber chamber at mid- 
night, and dere is no harm, joy, for I am iv conduct 
the count to the plaaſh my ſelf. 

Arch. As I guess d. — Have you communicated 
the matter to the count? 


Foig. I have not ſheen him fince. 


By fat ac- 


Arch. 
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Arch. Right ; why then, door,—you ſhall 
conduct — the lady inſtead of the Ye 

Tag. Fat, my cuſſen to the lady ! Upon my ſhoul, 

at's too much upon the brogue. 

Arch. Come, come, doctor; conſider we have got a 
rope about your neck, and if you offer to ſqueak, we'll 
flop your wind- pipe. moſt certainly ; we ſhall have an- 
other job for you in a day or two, | hope. 

Aim. Here's comfany coming this way; !-:'s into 
my chamber, and there concert our aSair: farther. 

Arch. Come, my dear cuſlen, come along. [ Excunt. 

F.ig. Arra the devil taake our relaſhion. 

Enter Boniface, Hounſlow, and Bagſhot at one door, 
Gibbet at the oppoſite. 

Gib. Well, gentlemen, tis a fine night for our enter- 

rize. 

x Hounſ. Dark as hell. 

Bag, And biows like the devil; our landlord here 
has ſhew d us the window where we muſt break in, and 
tells us the plate ſtands in the wainſcoat cupboard in 
the pariour. 

Bon. Ay, ay, Mr. Bag/hot, as the ſaying is, knives 
and forks, cups and cans, tumblers and tankards.— 
There's one tankard, as the ſay ing is, that's near upon 
as big as me; it wzs a preſent to the ſquire from his 

d-mother, and ſmells of nutmeg and toaſt, like an 

N- India ſhip. 

Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the ſtair head. 

Bon. Yes, Mr. Hounfloxw, as the ſaying is. — At 
one end of the gallery lies my lady Bountiful and 
her daughter, and, at the other, Mrs. Sullen.—As for 
the (quire | 

Gib. He's fafe enough, I have fairly enter'd him, 
and he's more than half ſeas over already.—But ſoch a 
2 of ſcoundrels are got about him there, that, 

gad, I was aſham'd to be ſeen in their c mpany. 

Ben. Tis ro twelve, as the ſaying is —Gentlemen, 
you muſt iet ut at one. 

Gib. Hounſlow, do you and Bog/+ot fee our arms 
fx'd, and IH come to you preleutly. 

Hounſ and Bag. We will. [ Exrunt. 

Gib. Well, my dear Benny, you aſſure me that Scrub 
is @ coward, h 
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Pen. A chicken, as the ſaying ie. You'll have no 
creature to deal with but the ladies. 

Gib. And I can aſſure you, friend, there's a great 
deal of addreſs and good manners in robbing a lady; 
1 am the moſt a gentleman that way that ever travel- 
led the road — But, my dear Benny, this prize will be a 
ga lcon, a Vigo buſin ſs. I warrant you we ſhall 
-bring off three or four thouſand pound. 

Bon. In plate, jewels, and money, as the ſaying is, 
ycu may. 

G.. A hy then, Tyburn, I defy thee ; I'll get up to 
town, fell off my horſe and arms, buy my1.lf ſome 
pret:y employment in the law, and be as ſnug and as 
Lcneit as e'er a long gown of em all. 

Ben. And what think you then of my daughter 
CHhrry for a wife? 

C. Look'e, my dear Bonny—Cherry is the goda./; 
7 acorr, as the ſong goes; but it is a maxim, that man 
and wife ſhould never have it in their power to hang 
one another; for if they ſhou'd, the Lord have mercy 
r pon em both. [Exeunt, 

The End of the Fourth ACT. 


Aer. 
SCENE continues. Knocking without. 


Enter Boniſace. ; 
Fer. ming, coming.—A coach and fix foaming 
Þ horſes at this time o' night! Some 
man. as the ſaying is, for he ſcorns to travel with other 


people. 
Enter Sir Charles Freeman. 

Sir Ch. What, fellow! A public houſe, and a- bed 
when cther people ſleep ? | 

Ben. Sir, | a'n't a- bed, as the ſaying is. 

Sir. Ch. I ſee that, as the ſaying is! Is Mr. Sun's 
family a bed, think'e ? 

Pen All but the ſquire himſelf, Sir, as the ſaying 
1s, he's in the houſe. 

Sir Ch. What company has he ? 

Bin. Why, Sir, there's the conſt ible, Mr. Gage the 
exciſeman, the hunch-back'd barber, and two or three 


other gentlemen. __ _ * 
ir C5, 
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Sir Ch. I find my ſiſter's letters gave me the true 
picture of her ſpouſe. 

Ezter Scllen drunk. 

Bon. Sir, here's the ſquire. | 

Sul. The puppies left me aſleep Zit. 

Sir Ch. Well, Sir. 

Sul, Sir, I am an unfortunate man —I have three 
thouſand pound a year, and I can't get a man to drink 
a cup of ale with me, 

Sir Ch. That's very hard. | 

Sul. Ay, Sir,—And unleſs you have pity upon me, 
and fmoke one pipe with me, I muſt een go home to 
my wife, and I had rather go to the devil by half. 

Sir Ch. But I preſume, Sir, you won't fee your wife 
to night, ſhe'll be gone to bed you don't uſe to lie 
with your wife in that pickle? 

Sul. What! not lie with my wiſe! Why, Sir, do 
you take me for an atheiſt, or a rake? | | 

Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, I thiok you had better 
lie from her. 

Sal. I think {9 too, friend. But ] am a jaſlice 
of peace, and muſt do nothing agaiaſt the law. 

Sr C. Law! As I take it, Mr. juſtice, no body ob- 
ſerves law for law's ſake, only for che good uf .. oſe 
for whom it was made. 

Sul. But if the law orders me to ſend you to gao!, 
you mult lie there, my friend. 

Sir Ch. Not unleſs | commit a crime to deſerve it. 

Sul. A crime! Oons, a'n't I marry'd? 

Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, if you call marriage a crime, you 
muſt difown it for a law. 

Sul. El !—1 mult be acquainted with you, Sir.— 
But, Sir, I ſhould be very glad to know the truth of 
this matter. 

Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound ſea, and few there 
be that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottom 
on't. Beſides, Sir, I m afraid the line of your under- 
ſtanding mayn't be long enough. 

Sul. Look e, Sir, | have — i to ſay to your ſea of 
truth, but if a good parcel of land can intitle a man to a 
little truth, I have as much as any he in the county. 


Bon. I never heard your worſhip, as the ſaying is, 
talk ſo much before. 
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Su Becauſe met with a man that I lik'd before. 

Bon. Pray, Sir, as the ſaying is, let me aſk you one 
aue ſlion: Are not man and wife one fleſh ? 

Sir C5. You and your wife, Mr. Cat, may be one 
fleſh; becauſe you are nothing elſe.——But rational 
-creatures have minds that muſt be united. 

Sul. Minds ! 

Sir Ch. Ay, minds, Sir; don't you think that the 
mind takes place of the body ? 

Sul. In ſome people. 

Sir Ch, Then the intereſt of the maſter muſt be con- 
ſulted before that of his ſervaut. 

Sul. Sir, you ſhall d ne with me to-morrow. 
Oons, | always thought that we were naturally one. 

Sir Ch. Sir, [ know that my two hands are naturally 
ore, becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 
help one another in all the actions of life; but I cou'd 
not ſay ſo much if they were always at cuffs. 

Su. Then 'tis plain that we are two. 

Sir Ch, Why don't you part with her, Sir? 

Sal. Will you take Her, Sir. 

Sir Ch. With all my heart. 

Sul. You ſhall have her to-morrow morning, and a 
veniſon paſty into the bargain. 

Sir Ch. You'll let me have her fortune too? | 

Sul. Fortune! why, Sir, I have no quarrel to her 
fortune. I only hate the woman, Sir, and none 
but the waman ſhall go. 

Sir Ch. But her fortune, Sir— 

Sul. Can you play at whiſk, Sir? 

Sir Ch. No, truly, Sir. 

Sul. Nor at all-fours ? 

Sir Ch. Neither. 

Sul. Oons | where was this man bred ? [Aae] Dum 
me, Sir, | can't go home, 'tis but two o'clock. 

Sir Ch. For half an hour, Sir, if you pleaſe. —But 
you wult conſider 'tis late. 

Sul. Late ! that's the reaſon I can't go to bed 
Come, Sir [ Exeunt. 
Enter Cherry, runs acroſs the tage. and knocks at Aim- 

well's chamber-d.or. Enter Aimwell in bis night-cap 

and gown. 

Aim. What's the matter ? You tremble, child, you're 
frightcd ! Cher. 
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Cher. No wonder, Sir.— But in ſhort, Sir, this very 
minute a gang of rogues are gore to rob my lady 
Bountiful's houſe. 

Aim. How | 

Cher. I dogg'd em to the very door, and left em 
breaking in. ; 

Aim. Have vou alarm'd any body elſe ni h the news? 

Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the 
whole plot, and twenty other things, to-; our man 
Martin; but I have ſcarch'd the whole houle, and 
can't find him; where is he? 

Aim. No matter, child; will you guide me imme- 
diately to the houſe ? 

Cher. With all my heart, Sir; my lady Bountiful is 
my godmother, and I love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well 

Aim. Dorinda ! The name inſpires me, the glory 
and the danger ſhall be all my own.—Come, my life, 
let me but get my ſword. | Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the bed-chamber in Lady Boun- 
= tiful's houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda, undre/i'd ; a table and 
lights. 


Dor. Tis very late, ſiſter ; no news of your ſpouſe yet? 

Mrs. Sul. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till towards 
four, and then perhaps L may be executed with his 
company. 

Dor. Well, my dear, I'll leave you to your reſt ;. 
you'll go directly to bed, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. Sul. I don't know what to do; hcy-ho! 

Dor. That's a deſu ing figh, ſiſter. 

Mrs. Sul. This is a languiſhing hour, ſiſter. 

Dor. And might prove a critical minute if the pretty 
ſellow were here. 

Mrs. Sul. Here ? what, in my bed chamber. at two. 
a clock th“ morning, I undreſs d, the family aſlec p, 
wy hated huſband abroad, and my lovely feilow at 
my feet——O gad, litter. 

Der. Thoughts are free, ſiſter, and them I allow 
you. So, my dear, 200d night. [Fs. . 

Mrs. Sal. A good reſt to my dear Dorinda. 

Thaughts free! are they ſo? Why then ſuppoſe him 
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here dreſs'd like a youthful, gay, and burning bride- 
groc m, ¶ Here Archer feals out of the claſet] with tongue 
enchanting, eyes bewitching, knees imploring. [Turns 


4 little en one fide, and ſees Archer in the poſture ſhe de- 
ſcribes. ] Ah [ Shrieks, and runs to the other fed: of the 
lage] Have my thoughts rais'd a ſpirit ?= What are 
you, Sir, a man or a devil ? | 

Arch. A man, a man, Madam. [ Riſeng. 

Mrs. Sul. How ſhall I be ſure of it ? 

Arch. Madam, Fll give you demonſtration this mi- 
nute. Takes her hand. 
Mrs. Sul. What, Sir! do you in to be rude ? 

Arch. Yes, Madam, if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Sul. In the name of wonder, whence came ye? 

Ar-h. From the ſkies, Madam. —I'm a Jupiter in 
love, and you ſhall be my 4/cmera. 

Mrs. Su/ How came you in ? | 

Arch. I few in at the window, Madam; your couſin 
Capid l:nt me his wings, and your fiſter Venus open'd 
the caſement. | 

Mrs. Sul. I'm ſtruck dumb with admiration. 

Arch. And I with wonder. [ Looks paſſionately at her. 
How b-autiful ſhe looks! the 9 jolly 
ſpring ſmiles in her blooming face, and, when ſhe Was 
conceiv'd her mother ſmelt to roſes, laok'd on lilies— 


Lilirs unfeld their white, their fragrant charms, 
en the warm ſun tas darts into their arms. 


[ Puns to her. 


Mrs. Sal. Ah! [S$hrieks ] 


Arch. Oons, Madam, what do you mean? You'll 
raiſe the houſe. 


Mrs. Lal. Sir, I'll wake the dead before I bear this. 
Your impudence has cur'd me. 

Arch. If this be impudence, [ Knee/:] I leave to your 
partial ſelf ; no panting pilgrim, after a tedious, painful 
voh age, cer bow'd before his ſaint with more devotion. 

Mrs. Sal. Now, now, I'm ruin'd if he kncels. [ 4/ide.] 
Riſe thou proſtrate engineer, not all thy undermining 
fill ſhall reach my heart. Riſe, and know | am a 
woman without my ſex; I can love to all the ten- 
derneſs of wiſhes, fighs and tears.———But go no far- 
ther.—Sull wo convince you that I'm more than wo- 


man, 
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man, I can ſpeak my frailty, confeſs my weakneſs even 
for you. But 

Arch. For me! [Going to lay hold on her. 
Mrs. Sz/. Hold, Sir, build not upon that, —for my 
moiſt mortal hatred follows, if you diiobey what I com- 
mand you now leave me this minute. If he 
d<nies, I'm loſt. LAlide. 

Arch. Then you'll promiſe——— 

Mrs. Sul. Any thing another time, 

Arch. When ſhall I come? | 

Mrs. Sul. To-moirow, when you will. 

Arch. Your lips mull ſcal the promiſe. 

Mrs. Sal Pſhaw ! 

Arch. They mult, they muſt, [ X;/+s ber.] Raptures 
and paradiſe! And why not now, my angel? The 
time, the place, filence and ſecrecy, all conſpire, — 
And the now conſcious ſtars have pre-ordain'd this 
moment for my happineſs. [Takes her in his arms. 

Mrs. Sal. You will not, cannot, ſure. | 

Arch. If the ſun rides faſt, and diſappoints not 
mortals of to morrow's dawn, this night thall crown 


» 


my joys. 
Mrs. Sal. You ſhall kill me firſt. 
Arch. I'll die with you. [ Carr;ing her of: 
Mrs. Sal. Thieves. thieves, murder 


Enter Scrub in bis breeches, an one Hoe. 

Scrub. Thieves, thieves, murder, popery! 

Arch. Ha! the very timorous ftag will kill in rat- 
ting time. [ Draws and cer to flab Scrub. 
Scrub. [ Kneeling.) O pray, Sir, ſpare all I have, and 
take my liſe. 

Mrs. Su“. | Holding Archer's band.) What does the 
fellow mean ? 

Scrub. O Madam, down upon your knees, your. 
marrow bones he's one of them. 

Mrs Sal. Of whom ? | 

Scrub. One of the rogues———1 beg your pardon,. 
one of the honeſt gentlemen that juit now are broke 
into the houſe. 

Arch. How! 

Mrs. Sul. I hope you did not come to rob me? 


— 


Arch. Indeed I did, Madam; but I wou d have 


taken · nothing but what you might very well ha' fpar'd ; 
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but your crying thi-ves, has wak'd this dreaming 
and ſo he takes em for granted. 
S rub. Granted ! tis granted, Sir; take all we have. 
NIIs. Sul. T he fellow lcoxs as if he were broke out 
of Bet/am. 


S. rub. Oons, Madam, they're broke into the houſe 


with fire and ſword ; 1 ſaw them, heard them, they'll 
be here this minute. 

Arch. What, thieves ! 

Scrub. Under favour, Sir, I think ſo. 

Aſrs. Cal. What ſhall we do, Sir? 

Arch. Madam, I wiih your ladyſhip a good night. 

Mrs. Sal. Will you leave me? 

Arch. Leave you! Lord, Madam, did not you com- 
mand me to be gone jult now, upon pain of your im- 
mortal hatred ? 

hrs. Fal. Nay, but pray, Sir [Takes hold of him. 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be ra- 
vih'a.—You ſee, Madam, you muſt uſe men one way 
or other; but take this by the way, good Madam, that 
r.one but a fcol will give you the benefit of his courage, 
unleſs you'll take his love along with it.—How are 
they arm'd, friend ? 

Scrub. With ſword and piſtol, Sir. 

Arc. Huſh !—I ſee a dark lanthern coming thro' 
the gallery. Madam, be aſſur d I will protect you, 
or loſe my life. 

Mrs. Sul. Your life! no, Sir, they can rob me of 
nothing that I value half ſo much; therefore now, Sir, 
let me intreat you to be gone. 

Arch. No, Madam, I'll conſult my own ſafety for 
the ſake of yours; III work by ſtratagem: have you 
ccurage enough to ſtand the appearance of em? 

Mrs. Sz/. Yes, yes, ſince I have "ſcap'd your hands, 
I can face any thing. 


Arch. Come hither, brother Scrub, don't you know 


me ? | 
Scrub. Eh! my dear brother, let me kiſs thee. 
[ Ki/es Archer. 


rib. This way. Here 
(Archer and Scrub hide behind the bed. 
Eng 
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piſtal in Hot her. 

Gib. Ay, ay, this is the chamber, and the lady alone. 

Mrs. Sal. Who are you, dir? What wou'd you 
have? D'ye come to rob me? 

Gib. Rob you! alack-a-day, Madam, I'm only a 
younger brother, Madam; and fo, Madam, if you 
make a no:fe, I'il ſhoot you through the head: but 
don't be afraid, Madam, ¶ Laying his lanthorn and piſtol 
upon the table.) Theſe rings, Madam; don't be con- 
cern'd, Madam; I have a profound reſpect for you, 
Madam, your keys, Madam; don't be frighted, Ma- 
dam, I'm the moſt of a gentleman: [Searching her 
pockets ] This necklace, Madam; I never was rude to 
any lady !—T have a veneration—for this necklace— 
Here Archer hating come round, and ſeiæ d the piftcl, 
takes Gibbet by the collar, trips up bis heels, and claps 
the piſtol to his breaſt. 

Arch. Hold, profane villain, and take the reward of 
thy ſacrilege. | 

G:b. Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; I a'n't prepar d. 

Arch. How many is there of 'em, Scrub ? 

Scrub. Five-and forty, Sir. 

Arch. Then I muſt kill the villain, to have him out 
of the way. 

Gib. Hold ! hold! Sir; we are but three, upon my 
honour. ; 

Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him ? 

Scrub. Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him. 

Arch. Run to Gip/ey's chamber, there you'll find the 
doctor; bring him hither preſently. 

| [Exit Scrub, running. 
Came, rogue, if you have a ſhort prayer, ſay it. 

Gib. Sir, I have no prayer at all; the government 
has provided a chaplain to ſay prayers for us on theſe 
occaſions. 

Mrs. Sul. Pray, Sir, don't kill him :—you fright me 
as much as him. 

Arch. The dog ſhall die, Madam, for being the oc- 
caſion of my diſappointment. — Sirrah, this moment 
is your laſt. 

Gib. Sir, I'll give you two hundred pounds to ſpare 
my life. 


Arch, 
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Arch. Have you no more, raſcal ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, I can command four hundred; but I 
mult reſerve two of em to fave my life at the Seſſions. 
Enter Scrub and Foigard. 

Arch. Here, doctor: I ſuppoſe Scral and you, be 
tween you, may manage him: Lay hold ot him. 

* [Foigard lay, hold of Gibbet. 

Gib. What! turn'd over to the prieſt already. 
Look'e, doctor, you come before your time; I a'nt 
condemn'd yet, [ thank ye. 

Foig. Come, my dear joy, I vil ſecure your body 
and your ſhoul too; I will make you a good catholic, 
and give you an abſolution. : 

Gib. Abſolution] Can you procure me a pardon, 
doctor? 

Faig. No, joy. 
Gb Then you and your abſolution may go to the 

vil. 

Arch. Convey him into the cellar ; there bind aim : 
tanke the piltoi, and if he offers to reſiſt, ſhoot him 
thro' the head, —and come back to us with all the 
ſpeed you can. : 

Mrs. Sul. But how came the doctor? 

Arch. In ſhort, Madam [ Sbrieking avithout. ] 
'Sdeath ! the rogues are at work with the other la- 

ies :—['m vex'd I parted with the piſtol; but I muſt 
fly zo their aſſiſtance.— Will you fta; here, Madam, or 
venture 3 ourſelf with me? 

Mrs. Sal. Oh, with you, dear Sir, with you. 

[Takes Lim by the arm, and Exeunt. 

SCENE changes to ancther apartment in the houſe. 
Exter Hounſlow dragging in Lach Bountiful, and Bag- 

ſhot hauling in Dorinda; the rogues with ford. 

drawn. 

Haun. Come, come, your jewels, miſtreſs. 

Bag. Your keys, your keys, old gentlewoman. 

Eat Aimwell. 

Aim. Turn this way, villains ; I durſt engage an. 

army in ſuch a cauſe. [ He engages en both, 
Enter Archer and Mrs. Sullen. 

Arch. Hold, hold, my lord; every man his bird, 
pray. Ley engage. man to man ;. the are 

thrown down and diſarm d. * ; 
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Aim. No, no; we'll bind them. 
Arch. Ay, ay ; here, Madam, lend me your garter, 
To Mrs. Sullen, who flands by him. 

Mrs. Sal. The devil's in this fellow; he fights, 
loves, and banters, all in a breath : here's a cord that 
the rogues brought with em, I ſuppoſe. 

Arch. Right, right, the rogue's deſtiny, a rope to. 
hang himſelf —— Come. my lord, this is but a 
ſcandalous ſort of an office, [ Binding the rogues toge- 
ther.] [ Exter Scrub. ] Well, Scrub, bave you ſecured 
your 7 artar ? 

Scrut. Yes, Sir, I left the prieſt and him diſputing 
about religion. 

Aim. And pray carry theſe gentlemen to reap the 
benefit of the controverly. [ Delivers the priſeners to. 

Scrub, ache leads em out. 

Aim. I fancy, Archer, you have been more ſucceſs. 
ful in your adventures than the kouſe-breakers, 
Arb. No matter for my adventure, yours is the 
principal. Preſs her this minute to marry you, 
now while ſhe's hurry'd between the palpitation. 
of her fear, and the joy of her deliverance, now while 
the tide of her ſpirits is at high flood; throw 
yourſelf at her feet, fpeak ſame romantic nonſenſe or 
other ;— confound her ſenſes, bear down her reaſon, 
and away with her : the prieit is now in the cellar, 
and dares not refuſe to do the work. 

Enter Lad, Bouutiful. 

Aim. But how ſhall I get off without being obſerv'd ? 

Arch. You a lover! and not find a way to get off. 
Let me fee. 

Aim. You bleed, Archer. 

Arch. Sdeath. I'm glad on't ; this wornd will do 
the buſineſs. —TI'll amuſe the old lady and Mrs. Sullen, 
about dreſirg my wound, while you carry off Do- 
rinda. 

L. Boun. Gentlemen, cou'd we underſtand how you. 
wou'd be gratifed for the iervices 

Arch. Come, come, my lady, this is no time for 
compliments ; I'm wounded. Madam. 

L. Foun. anc Mr Sl. How! wounded ! 

Por. I hope, vir, you have received na hurt? 

Ain. 
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Aim. None, but what you may cure 
[ Makes love in dumb ſhew. 

L. Boun, Let me ſee your arm, Sir.—{ muſt have 
ſome powder-ſugar to ſtop the blood. _—O me! an 
ugly gaſh, upon my word, Sir, you muſt go into bed. 

Arch. Ay, my lady, a bed wou'd do very well. 
Madam, [To Mrs. Sullen.] will you Co me the favour 
to conduct me to a chamber? 

L. Boun. Do, do, daughter, while I get the 
lint, and the probe, and plaiſter ready. 

[ Runs out one <vay, Aimwell carrics off Dorinda 
another. 

Arch. Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
mother's commands? | : 

Mrs. Sal. How can you, after what is paſt, have the 
confidence to aſk me ? 

Arch. And if you go to that, how can you, after 
what is paſt, have the confidence to deny me ? 
Was not this blood ſhed in your defence, and my life 
expos'd for your protection? Look'e, Madam, I'm 
yone of your romantic fools, that fight giants and mon- 
ſters for nothing; my valour is downright Sci; I 
am a ſoldier of fortune, and muſt be paid. 

Mrs. Sal. "Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upbraid 
me with vour" ſervices. 

Arch. "Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to re- 
ward 'em. 

Mrs. Sz/. How ! at the expence of my honour. 

Arch. Honour! Can honour conſiſt with ingrati- 
tude? If you wou'd deal like a woman of honour, do 
hke a man of honour: D'ye think 1 wou'd deny you 
in ſuch a caſe ? 


Enter Gipſey. 

Cip. Madam, my lady order'd me to tell you, that 
your brother is below at the gate. | 

Mrs. Su/. My brother! Heavens be prais'd :—Sir, 
he hall thank you for your ſervices; he has it in his 

wer. 

Arch. Who is your brother, Madam? | 

Mrs. Sul. Sir Charles Friemar : — you'll excuſe 
me, Sir; I muſt go and receive him. 

Arch. Sir Charles Freeman! Sdeath and hell! 
my old acquaintance, Now, unleſs Aimwell has made 


good 
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good uſe of his time, all our fair machine goes ſouſe 


into the ſea, Uke an Edifone. Exit. 
SCENE changes to the gallery in the ſame houſe. 
Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 


Dor. Well, well, my lord, you have conquer'd ; 
your late,generous action will, 4 hope, plead for my 
eaſy yielding; though, I muſt own, your lordſhip had 
a friend in the fort before. 


Aim. The ſweets of Hyb/a dwell u her tongue 
Ezter Foigard with a book. 

Faig. Are you prepar'd, boat? 

Dor. I'm ready: but firſt, my lord, one word. 
J have a frightful example of a haſty marriage in my 
own family; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, 
my lord, confider a little 
AP Conſider! Do you doubt my honour, or my 

ve ? | 

Der. Neither : I do believe you equally juſt as brave. 
—And were your whole ſex draun out for me to 
chuſe, I ſhou'd not caſt a look upon the multitude if 

ou were abſent. But, my lord, U'm a women; co- 
lours, concealments may hide a thouſand faults in me.— 
Therefore know me better firſt; I hardly dare affirm 
I knew myſelf in any thing except my !ove. 

Aim. Such goodneſs who cou'd injure! I find my 
ſelf unequal to the taſk of villain; ſhe ba gain'd my 
ſoul, and made it honeſt like her own. —1 c:nnot hurt 
her. [ Afde.] Doctor. retire. [Exit Foigard.] Madam, 
behold your lover and your proſclyte, and judge of my 

aſſion by my converſion. I'm all a lye, nor dare 
1 a fiction to your arms; I'm all a counterfeit, 
except my paſſion, 

Der. Forbid it, heaven! A counterfeit !- 

Ain. I am no lord, but a poor needy man, come 
with a mean, a ſcandalous deſign, to prey upon your 
fortur.e ;——but the beauties of your mind and perſon - 
have ſo won me from my ſelf, that, like a truſty ſer - 


vant, I prefer the intereſt of my miſtreſs to my own. 
Dor. Sure, | have had the dream of ſome poor ma- 

riner, a ſleeping image of a welcome port, and wake 

involv'd in ſtorms. ——Pray, Sir, who are you ? * 
at . 
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Aim. Brother to the man whoſe title I uſurp'd, but 
firanger to his honour or his forture. 

Dar. Matchleſs honcſty !—Oace I was proud, Sir, 
of your wealth and title, but now am p:ouder that you 
want it: Now I can ſhew, my love was juſtly levellVd, 
and had no aim but love. Da ctor, come in. | 
Enter Foigard at one deer. Gizley at ant er, who 

ahi ers Doriada. 

Your pardon, Sir; we ſha'n't want you now, Sir. 
You muſt excuſe me — ll wait on you preſzntl 

[Exit ©:;th Gipſey. 

Feig. Upon my ſhoul, now, dis is foolimm. [ Exit. 

Aim. Gone! and bid the prieſt depart—— It has 
an ominous look. 


Enter Archer. 

Arch. Courage, Tom.——Shall I with you joy? 

Aim. No. 

Arch. Oons! man, what ha' you been doing ? 

Ain. O Archer, my honeſty, I fear, has ruin'd me. 

Arch. How! 

Aim. I have diſcover'd my ſelf. 

Arch. Diſcover'd! And without my conſent ? What! 
Have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame bot- 
tom with yours, and you diſpoſe of all without my 
partnerſhip ? | 

Aim. O Archer, I own my fault. 

Arch. After conviftion—'Tis then too lœe for par- 
don.——You may remember, Mr. Aimxce/l, that you 
pager this folly.— As you begun, ſo end it —Hence- 
orth I'll hunt my fortune fangle. So farcwel. 

Aim. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. 

Arch. Stay | What, to be deſpis'd, expos'd, and 
laugh'd at /—No, I wou'd ſooner” change conditions 
with the worſt of the rogues we juſt now bound, than 
bear one ſcornful ſmile from the proud knight that 
once I treated as my equal, . 

Aim. What knight? -- | 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman, brother to the lady that I 
had almoſt But no matter for that; tis a curſed 
nigh:'s work, and fo I leave you to make the beſt on t. 

Aim. Freeman /! One word, 4rcher. Still I have 
hopes; methought ſhe recciv d my confeſhon with 


pleaſure. 
Arch, 
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Arch. Sdeath, who doubts it? 

Aim. She conſented after to the match; and ſtill I 
dare believe ſhe will be juſt. 

R Arch. To herſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd have 
een. 

Aim. By all my hopes ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 

Enter Dorinda mighty gay. 

Dor. Come, my dear lord —1 fly with impatience 
to your arms. The minutes of my abſence was a 
tedious year. Where's this prieſt ? 

Enter Foigard. 

Arch. Oons, a brave girl! 

Der. I ſuppoſe, my lord, this gentleman is privy to 
our afairs ? 

Arch, Ves, yes, Madam, I'm to be your father. 

Der. Come, prieſt, do your office. 

Arch. Make haſte, make haſte, couple em any way. 
[Takes Aimwell' Band.] Come, Madam, I'm to give 
you 

Dor. My mind's alter'd ; I won't. 

Arch. Eh 

Aim. I'm confounded. 

Foig. Upon my ſhoul, and ſo is my ſhelf. 

Arch. What's the matter now, Madam ? 

Dar Look'e, Sir, one generous action deſerves ano- 
ther. This gentleman's honour oblig'd him to 
Lide nothing from me; my juſtice engages me to con- 
ceal nothing from him. in ſhort, Sir, you are the per- 
ſon that you thought you counterfeited ; you are the 
true lord viſcount Aimævell, and I wiſh your lordſhip 
Joy. Now, prieſt, you may be gone; if my lord 1s 
now pleas'd with the match, let his lordſhip marry me 
in the face cf the world. 

im. fircher, what does ſhe mean? 

Der. Here's a witneſs for my truth. 

Enter Sir Charles æπν Mrs. Sullen. 

Sir Ch, My dear lord Ainxcuel, I wiſh you joy. 

Aim. Of what? 

Sir C. Of your honour and eſtate. Your brother 
died the day before I left Lenden; and all your friends 
have writ after you to Bruſtli; among the reſt I did 
my ſelf the honour, 

Arch. Heark'e, Sir knight, don't you banter now ? 

3 ' Sir Ch. 


—_—  — 


— 
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Sir C5. Tis truth, upon my honour. 
Ain. Thanks to the pregnant ſtars that form'd this 
accident. 


Arch. Thanks to the womb of time that brought it 
forth ; away with it. 
Aim. Thanks to my guardian angel that led me to 


the prize [Taking Dorinda“ Van 1. 


Arch. And double thanks to the noble Sir Cha» /c; 
Freeman. My lord, I wiſh you joy. My lady, I wiſh 
= Joy. gad, Sir Freeman, you're the honeſteſt 
ellow living.—— 'Sdeath, I'm grown ftrangely airy 
upon this matter, My lord, how dye? A word, 
my lord : Don't you remember ſomething of a pre- 
vious ment that in«itles me to the moiety of this 
lady's fortune, which, 1 think, will amount to five 
thouſand pounds ? 

Aim. Not a penny, Archer: you wou'd ha' cut my 
throat juſt now, becauſe I wou'd not deceive this lady. 

Arch. Ay, and I'll cut your throat ſtill, if you ſhou d 
deceive her now. 

Aim. That's what I expect; and, to end the diſpute, 
the lady's fortune is ten thouſand pounds; we'll divide 


Rakes ; take the ten thonſand pounds, or the lady. 


Dor. Hew ! Is your lordſhip ſo indifferent? 

Arch. No. no, no, Madam, his lordſhip knows very 
well that I'll take the money; I leave you to his lord- 
ſhip, and fo we're both provided for. 

| f Enter Foigard. 
Feig. Arra fait, de people 45 ſay you be all robb'd, 


joy. 


A. The ladies have been in ſome danger, Sir, as 
you ſaw. * 

Feig. Upon my ſhoul our inn be rob too. 

Aim. Our inn! By whom ? 

Foig. Upon my ſhalwation, our landlord has robb'd 
himſelf, and run away wid de money. 

Arch. Robb'd himſelf ! 

Foig. Ay fait! and me too of a hundred 

Arch? Robb'd you of a hundred pounds 

Faig. Ves fait honny, that I did owe to him. 

Aim. Our money's gone, Frank. | 

Arch. Rot the money, my wench is gone. 


Scavez vous quelgue choſe de Madamniſelle Cherry? 


Fate 
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Enter a fellow with a firong bex and a letter. 
Fell. Is there one Martin here? 


Arch. Ay, ay, who wants him ? 

Fell. I have a box here and a letter for him. 

Arch. [Taking the box.) Ha, ha, ha, what's here? 
Legerdemain ! By this light, my lord, our money again, 
But this unfolds the riddle. [Opening the letter, _ 
Hum, hum, hum——O, tis for the public good, 
muſt be communicated to the company. 


M.. Martin, 


M Y father, being afraid of an impeachment by the 
rogucs that are taken to-night, is gone off ; -if 
you can procure him a pardon, he'll make great diſcoveries 
that may be uſeful to the country. Cou'd I have met you 
ſtead of your maſier to-night, I wwou'd have deliver'd 
my ſeif into your hands, with a ſum that much exceeds that 
in your ſtrong box, which I have ſent you, with an a/- 
Surance to my dear Martin, that 1 Hall ever be his moſt 
faithful friend till death, 

Cherry Boniface. 


There's a billet-doux for you. As for the father, I 
think he ought to be r ; and for the daugh- 
ter, pray, my lord, perſuade your bride to take ber 
into her ſervice inſtead of Gipſey. 

Aim. I can aſſure you, Madam, your deliverance 
was owing to her diſcovery. 

Dor. Your command, my lord, will do without the 
obligation. I'll take care of her. 

Sir Ch. This good company meets opportunely in 
favour of a deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate 
fitter: I intend to part her from her huſband. —Gen- 
tlemen, will you aflift me? 

Arch. Aſſiſt you! Sdeath, who wou'd not? 

Faig. Ay, upon my ſhoul, we'll all asſhiſt. 

Enter Sullen. 

Ful. What's all this ?—They tell me, ſpouſe, that 
you had like to have been robb'd. ; 

Mrs. Sul. Truly, ſpouſe, I was pretty near i. 
had not theſe two gentlemen interpos'd. | 

Sul. How came theſe gentlemen here ? | 

Mrs. Sal. That's his way of returning thanks, you | 
muſt know. 

8 Foig. | 
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Foig. Ay, but upon my conſhience de queſtion be 
apropo for all dat. 

Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt night, Sir, that you would 
deliver your lady to me this morning. 

Sul. Humph. 

Arch Humph ! What do you mean by Humph ?— 
Sir, vou ſhall deliver her: in ſhort, Sir. we have 
ſav'd you and your family; and if you are not civil, 
we'll unbind the rogves, join with em, and ſet fire to 
your houſe. —— —What does the man mean? Not 
part with his wife ! 

Foig. Arra, not part wid your wife! Upon my ſhoul, 
de man doſh not underſtand common ſhivility. 

Mrs. Sul. Hold, gentlemen, all things here muſt 
move by conſent ; compulſion would ſpoil us: let my 
dear and I talk the matter over, and you ſhall judge it 
between us. | 

Sul. Let me know firſt who are to be our judges; 
—— Pray, Sir, who are you? ; 

Sir Ch. I am Sir Charies Freeman, come to take away 
your wife. . 

Su And you, good Sir? 

Aim. Thomas viſcount 4imarell, come to take away 

ur ſiſter. 

Sul. And you, pray Sir ? 

Arch. Francis Archcr, Eſq; come 

Sul. To take away my m ther, I hope. Gentle- 
men, you're heartily welcome: I rever met with three 
more obliging people ſince I was born. —And now, my 
dear, if you pleaſe, you ſhall have the firſt word. 


Arch, And the laſt, for five pounds. [ Aſide. 
Mrs. Sul. Spoule. | 
Sul. Rib. 


Mrs. Sal. How long have you been marry'd ? 
Sul. By the almanack. fonrteen months; but by 
my account, fourteen cars. 
Mrs. Sul. Tis chereabout by my reckoning. 
Faig. Upon my conſhience dere accounts vil agree: 
Mrs su“. Pray, ſpouſe, what did you marry for:? 
Ful. To get an heir to my eſtate. 
Sir © And have you ſucceeded? 
Sul. No. 
Arch, 
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Arch. The condi ion fails of his fide. ——Pray, 
Madam, what did ; ou marry for ? 

Mrs. Sal. To ſupport the weakneſs of my ſex by the 
ſtrength of his, and to enjoy the pleaſus es of an agree- 
able ſociety. 


Sir Ch. Are your expectations anſwer'd ? 
Mrs. Sal. No. 


Faig. Arra honeys, a clear caaſe, a clear caaſe ! | 
Sir Ch. What are the bars to your mutual content- 
ment ? 
* Mrs. Sal. In the firſt place, I can't drink ale with 
m. 
Sal. Nor can I drink tea with her. 
Mrs. Sul. I can't hunt with you. 
Sal. Nor can I dance with you. 
Mrs. Sal. I hate cocking and racing. 
Sul. And I abhor ombre and picquet. 
Mrs. FJ. Your filence is intolcrable. 
Sal. Your prating is worſe. 
Mrs. Sal. Have we not been a perpetual offence to 
each other a gnawing vulture at the heart ? 
Sul. A-frightful gobling to the ſight. 
Mrs. Sul. A porcupine to the feeling. 
Sul. Perpetual wormwood to the tale. 
Mrs. Sal. Is there on earth a thing we can agree in? 
Sul. Yes to part. 
Mrs. Sal. With all my heart. 
Sul. Your hand. 
Mrs. Sal. Here. 
Sul. Theſe hands join d us, theſe ſhall part u. 
Away 
Mrs. Sul. North. 
Sul. South. 
Mrs. Sul. Eaſt. 
Sul. Welt ; far as the poles aſunder. 
Feig. Upon my ſhoul, a very pretty ſheremony. 
Sir Ch. Now, Mr. Sullen, there wants only my ſiſtet's 
fortune to make us eaſy. 
Sul. Sir Charles, you love your ſiſter, and I love her 
fortune ; every one to his fancy. 
Arch, Then you won't refund. 
Sul. Not a ſtiver. 


Arch, What is her portion? 


Sir Ch, 
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Sir Ch. Ten thouſand pouxds, Sir. 

Arch. I'll pay it: my lord, I thank him, has enabled 
me, and, if the lady pleaſes, ſhe ſhall go home with me. 
This night's adventure has prov'd ſtrangely lucky to 
us all.— For Captain Gibbet, in his walk, has made 
bold, Mr. Sullen, with your ſtudy and efcritore, and 
has taken out all the writings of your eſtate, all the 
articles of marriage with your lady, bills, bonds, leaſes, 
receipts, to an infinite value; I took 'em from him, 
and I deliver them to Sir Charles. 

[Gives him a parcel of papers and parchments. 

Sul. How, my writings! my head aches conſumedly. 
Well, gentlemen, you ſhall have her fortune, but I 
can't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to be 
merry, and celebrate my ſiſter's wedding and my di- 
vorce, you may command my houſe! * my head 
aches conſumedly.— Scrub, bring me a dram. 

Arch. Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe par- 
ties is the better pleas'd, the couple join'd, or the cou- 
ple parted ; che one rejoicing in hopes of an untaſted 

appineſs, and the other in their deliverance from an 
„ experienc'd miſery. . 
Both happy in their ſeveral flates wwe find : 
Theſe parted by con/ent, and thoſe conjoin d. 
Com ent, if mutual, ſaues the lawyer's fee ; 
Conſent is law enough to ſet you free. 
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MPCET 8 


ORR IgSOUTFTRSRIERL 
PR OL OG UE. 


Written by Sir SAMUEL Tuke. 


O cheat the moſt judicious Eyes, there be 
Ways in all Trades, but this of Poetry : 

Your Tradeſman ſhews his Ware by ſome falſe Light, 
To hide the Faults and Slightneſs fram your Sight : 
Nay, though tis full of Bracks, he'll boldly fear 
"Tis excellent, and ſo help off his Ware. 
He'll rule your Judgment by his Confidence, 
Which in a Poet you'd call Impudznce ; 
Nay, if the Warld affords the like again, 
He fewears he'll give it you for nothing then. 
Thoſe are Wards too a Poet dees not ſay ; 
Let it be good or bad you are ſure to pay. 
F "twere a pen arerthb; but in this you are 
Abler to judge, than he that made the Ware : 
Hoaurver his Deſign ava; well encugh, 
He try'd to fora ſome newer faſhiot'd Strf. 

"ot that the Name Committee can be new, 
Tha has been too aue, known to mnt of you : 

But you may /mile, for you have paid your Doom ; 
The Patt dares not, his is flil to come. 
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ACTI SCENE I. 


Enter Mrs. Day, Mrs. Arbella, Mrs. Ruth, 


Colonel Blunt, and a Stage Coach- Man. 
Ars. Day enters, bruſhing her Hoeds and Scarves. 

| Mrs. Day. 

OW out upon't, how duſty tis ! All things 
conſider d tis better tra 1 in the Winter; 
eſpecially for us of the better Sort, that ride in 
Coaches. And yet, to ſay Truth, warm Wea- 

ther is both pleaſant and comfortable; tis a thouſand 

ities that fair Weather ſhould do any Hurt. —Well ſaid, 
neſt Coachman, thou haſt done thy Part: My Son 

Abel paid for my Place at Reading, did he not? 

Coach. Yes, an't pleaſe you. 

Mrs. Day. Well, there s ſomething extraordinary to 
make thee drink. 

Coach. By my Whip, tis 2 Groat of more than ordi- 
nary Thinneſs——Plague on this new Gentry, how li- 
beral they are. [Y/ide.} Farewel, young Miſtreſs; fare- 
wel, Gentlemen: Pray when you come by Reading let 
Taby c you. [Exit Coachman, 

Mrs. Day. Why how now, Mrs. Arbella? What, 
ſad ? why, what's the matter? 

A4 Arbel. 
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Arbel. | am not very ſad. 

Mrs. Day. Nay, by my Honour, you need not; if you 
knew as much as I. Well—I Il tell you one thing; you 
are well enough; you need not fear, whoever does; ſay 
I told you ſo,—if you do not hurt yourſelf ; for as cun- 
ning as he is, and let him be as cunning as he will, I can 
ſee with half an Eye, that my Son Abe! means to take 
care of you in your Compoſition, and will needs have 
you his Gueſt: Ruth and you ſhall be Bedfellows, I 
warrant that ſame Abel many and many a time will wiſh 
his Siſter's Place; or elſe his Father ne'er got him: 
though | ſay it, that ſhou'd not ſay it, yet I do ſay it— 
*tis a notable Fellow.— i 

Arb. I am fallen into ſtrange Hands, if they prove as 
buſy as her Tongue é [ 4/ice. 

Mrs. Day. And now you talk of this ſame Abel, I tell 

ou but one Thing, I wonder that neither he nor my 

Iuſband's Honour's chief Clerk Obadiah is not here 
ready to attend me. I dare warrant my Son Abel has 
been here two Hours before us: Tis the verieſt Princox; 
he will ever be a galloping, and yet he is not full One- 
and-twenty, for all his Appearances: He never ſtole this 
Trick of galloping ; his Father was juſt ſuch another 
before him, and wou'd gallop with the beſt of em: He 
and Mrs. Baſe's Huſhand were counted the beſt Horſe- 
men in Read ng, ay and Beriſhire to boot. I have rode 
formerly behind Mr. Bre, but in truth I cannot now 
endure to travail but in a Coachy my own was at preſent 
in Diſorder, and fo I was fain to ſhift in this; but I war- 
rant you, if his Honour Mr. Day, Chairman of the ho- 
nourable Committee of Sequeſtrations, ſhou'd know that 
his Wife rode in a Stage Coach, he wou'd make the 
Houſe too hot for ſome.— Why, how is't with you, Sir? 
What, weary of your Jcurney? [To the Col. 

Col. B/. Her Tongue will never tire. [Ad.] —80 
many, Miſtreſs, riding in the Coach, has a little diflem- 

'd me with Heat. . 

Mrs. Day. So many, Sir? why there were but fix — 
What wou'd you ſay if I ſhou'd tell you, that I was one 
| of the Eleven that travell'd at one Time in one Coach? 
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Col. Bl. O the Devil! I have given her a new Theme — 

. : ' [ Aide. 

23 Day. Why, I tell you Can you gueis how 
as 

Col. Bl. Not I, truly. But tis no matter, I do believe it. 

Mrs. Day. Look you, thus it was; there was in the firſt 
Place, myſelf, and, my Huſband, I ſhou'd have ſaid firſt, 
but his Honour wound have pardoned me, if he had 
heard me; Mr. Bufie that I told you of, and his Wife; 
the Mayor of Reading, and his Wife; and this Ruth that 
you ſee there in one of our Laps but now, where do 
you think the reſt were ? 

Col. Bl. A top o'th' Coach ſure. 

Mrs. Day. Nay, I durſt ſwear you wou'd never gueſs — 
why—wou'd you think it; I had two growing in my Belly, 
Mrs. Biſie one in hers, and Mrs. Mayoreſs of Reading a 
chopping Boy, as it proved afterwards in hers; as like the 
Father as if it bad been ſpit out of his Mouth, and if he 
had come out of his Mouth, he had come out of as honeſt 
a Man's Mouth as any in forty Miles of the Head of him: 
For wou'd you think it, at the very ſame Time when this 
ſame Rath was fick, it being the firſt Time the Girl was 
ever coach'd, the good Man, Mr. Mayor, I mean, that I 
ſpoke of, held his Hat for the Girl to eaſe her Stomach in.-- 

Enter Abel and Obadiah. 

—— O, are you come! long look'd for comes at laſt. 
What, —you have a ſlow ſet Pace, as well as your haſty 
Scribble, ſometimes; Did you not think it fit, that I ſhouꝰd 
have found Attendance ready for me when I alighted ? 

Obad. 1 aſk your Honour's Pardon; for I do profeſs 
unto your Ladyſhip I had attended ſooner, but that his 
young Honour, Mr. Abel, demurr'd me by his Delays. 

Mrs. Daz. Well, Son Abel, you mult be obey'd, and [ 
partly, if not, gueſs your Buſineſs; providing for the en- 
tertainment of one I have in my Eye; read her and take 
her: Ah, ist not ſo? 

Abel. I have not been deficient in my Care, forſooth. 
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are ſroward; I would not make them purpoſe. 
11 
plain and honeſt. 
. 
to him. 
Arbel Nay, pr'ythee don t, he'll think thee rude. 
Rath. Why then I'll think him an Aſs. — How is't 
after your Journey, Sir? | 


interrupt your Meditations, 
Sir: We may have the Fruits -— 
C. BI. If you have, they ſhall break looſe ſpite of my 
Teeth. —This Spawn is as bad as the great Pike. { Aide. 
 Arbel. Pr'ythee Peace: Sir, we with you all Hap- 
C. Bl. And Quiet, good ſweet Ladies ——T like her 
well enough.--Now wou'd not I have her ſay any more, 
for fear ſhe ſhou d jeer too, and ſpoil my good Opinion. 
If were poſlible, I wou'd think well of one Woman. 
Mrs. Day. Come, Mrs. 4rbella, tis as I told you, Abel 
bas done it; ſay no more: take her by the Hand, Abel. I 
ſhe may venture to take thee for better, for worſe : 
ome, Mrs. the honourable Committee will fit ſaddenly. 
Come, let's along. Farewel, Sir. [ Exe. all bat C. Blunt. 
C. Bl. How, the Committee ready to fit! Plague on 
their Honours, for ſo my honour d Lady, that was one of 
the Eleven was pleas'd to call 'em. I had like to have 
come a Day after the Fair. Tis pretty, that ſuch as I have 
been, muſt compound for their having been Raſcals. 
Well, I mu# go look a Lodging, and a Solicitor : ll 
find the arranteſt Rogue I can too, For, according to the 
old Saying, Set a Thief to catch a Thief. Enter 
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Enter Cal. Careleſs, and Lieutenant. 
C. Car. Dear Blunt, well met; when came you, Man? 
C. Bl. Dear Carelgſi, I did not think to have met thee 


peak'ſt as if thou hadſt been at Sea. 
pretty well ; I have been in a Storm. 
SC. Car. What Buſineſs brought thee ? | 
C. Bl. May be the ſame with yours: I am come to 
compound with their Honours. 
fs feat That's my Buſineſs too; why the Committee 
L Yes, I know it; I heard ſo in the Storm I told 


. Bl. Why, a Tempeſt, as high as ever blew from 
oman's Breath: I have rode in a Stage-Coach, wedged 


man's Wife ; his Name is Day: And ſhe accordingly will 
be call'd, Your Honour, and Your Ladyſhip; with a 
Tongue that wags as much faſter than all other 'Vomens, 
as in the ſev motions of a Watch, the Hand of the 
Minute moves faſter than that of the Hour. There was 
her Daughter too; but a Baſtard without queſtion ; for 
ſhe had no Reſemblance to the Reſt of the notch'd Raſ- 
cals; and very e 
_ in Proſper in Property There was another 

2 — nay very handſom; 
but I kept her from being as bad as the ef 

C. Car. Pr'ythee how, Man? 

C. Bl. Why, ſhe began with two or three good Words, 
and 1 Orized har is Gands bs euict white Be was well 

C. Car. Thou wer't not ſo mad? 

C. Bl. I had been mad, if I had not But, when we 
came to our Journey's End, there met us two ſuch formal 
and ftately Raſcals, that yet pretended religion and open 
Rebellion ever painted. They were the H Hopes and 
Guide of the honourable Family, viz. The eld eſt Son, 
and the chiefeſt Clerk, Rogues—and hereby hangs a 
Tale. — This Gentlewoman adn ag >< 

king 
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deſiring her to ſay nothing, is a rich Heireſs of one that 
died in the King's Service, and left his Eſtate under Se- 
queſtration. This young Chicken bas this Kite ſnatch'd 
up, and deſigns her for this her eldeft Raſcal. 

C. Car. What a dull Fellow wert thou, not to make 
Love, and reſcue her ? 

C. Bl. Fil wooe no Woman. 

C. Car. Wou'dſt thou have them court thee ? A Sol- 
dier, and not love a Stege How now, who art thou? 

Enter Teague. 

Teg. A poor Iriſhman, and Chriſt ſave me, and ſave 
you all; | pr'ythee give me Six-pence, gad Maſtero. 

C. Car. Six-pence, I fee thou wouldſit not loſe any 
thing for want of afcing. Here, I am pretty near, there's 
a groat for thy Comtidence. 

Teg. By my troth it is too little. 

C. Car. Troth, like enough; how long haſt thou been 
in England ? 

Teg. Ever ſince I came hither, i'faich. 

C. Car. That's true; what halt thou done ſince thou 
cam'ſt into England? | 

Teg. Serv'd God and St. Parr:ch, and my good ſweet 
King, and my good ſweet Maſter ; yes indeed. 

C. Car. And what doſt thou now ? 

Teg. Cry for them every day, upon my Soul. 

C. Car. Why, where's thy Matter ? 

Teg. He's dead Maſtero, and left poor Tig; upon my 
Soul, he never ſerv d poor Tez fo before. 

C. Car. Who was thy Malter ? 

Teg. E'en the good Colonel Darger. 

C. Car. He was my dear and noble Friend. 

Teg. Yes, that he was, and poor 7 zg's too, i'faith now, 

C. Car. What doſt thou mean to do? 


Teg. I will a good Matter, if any good Maſter ' 


wou d get me; I cannot tell what to do elie, by my Soul, 
that I cannot; for | have went and gone to one Liih s; 
he lives at that Houſe, at the end of another Houſe, by 
the May-pole-houſe ; and tells every body by one Star, 
and t other Star, what good Luck they ſhall have, but 
he cou'd rot tell nothing for poor Teg. 2 
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C. Car. Why, Man ? 

Teg. Why, tis done by the Stars; and he told me 
there were no Stars for // iſbmen : I told him he told two or 
three Lyes upon my Soul; There were as many Stars in 


| Jreland as in England, and more too; that there are; and 
if a good Maſter cannot get me, I will run into Ireland, 
| and fee if the Stars be not there ſtill; and if they be, I 


will come back i faith, and beat his Pate, if he will not 
then tell me ſome good Luck, and ſome Stars. 

C. Car. Poor Fellow, I pity him; I fancy he's ſimply 
honeſt : Haſt thou any 'Trade ? Y 

Teg. Bo, bub bub bo, a Trade, a Trade! an Vina 
a Trade! an ſriſbman ſcorns a Trade, that he does; I will 
run for thee forty Miles; but I ſcorn to have a Trade. 

C. Bl. Alas, poor fimple Fellow. 

C. Car. I pity him; nor can I endure to ſee any mi- 
ſerable that can weep for my. Prince, and Friend. Well, 
Teg, what ſayeſt thou if Iwill take thee ? 

Teg. Why I will ſay thou wilt do very well then. 

C. Car. Thy Maſter was my dear Friend: wert thou 
with him when he was kill'd ? 

Teg. Yes, upon my Soul that I was, and I did howl 
over him, and I aſk'd why he would leave poor 77g 
and i'faith I flaid kiſſing his ſweet Face, till the Rogues 
came upon me and took away all from me; and 1 was 
naked till I got this Mantle, that I was: I have never 
any Victuals neither, but a little Snuff. 

C. Car. Come thou fhalt live with me; love me as 
thou didſt thy Maſter. 

Teg. That I will faich, if thou wouldſt be good to 
poor Teg. 

C. Car. Now to our Buſincſs; for I came but Iaft 
Night myſelf ; and the Lieutenant and I were juſt going 
to ſeek a Solicitor. 

C. Bl. One may ſerve us all; what ſay you, Lieute- 
nant, can you furniſh us ? 

Lieu. Yes, I think I can help you to plough with a 
Heifer of their own. ; 

C. Car. Now | think on't, Blunt, why did'ſt not thou 
begin with the Committee-man's cow ? 2 
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rr 
5 „but ſtood ſhrink ing like a dar'd Lark. 

Lien. hark you, Gentlemen, there's an ill-taſting 
Doſe to be ſwallow d firſt; there's a Covenant to be taken. 

Teg. Well, What is that Covenant? by my Soul I will 
take it for my new Maſter, if I cou'd that I wou'd. 


| being reduc'd to Teg's Equipage ; 
ucky thing to have a Fellow that can teach one 


b C. Car. Pr ythee, how did'ft thou light upon this good 
ortune ? 

Lieu, Why, you ſee there are Stars in England, though 
none in Ireland: Come, Gentlemen, Time calls us; you 
ſhall have my Story hereafter. 


C. B.. Plague on this Covenant. 
Lieu. Curſe it not, twill proſper then. 
C. Car. Come, Jeg; however I have a ſuit of Clothes 
far thee; thou ſhalt lay by thy Blanket for ſome time: 
It may be thee and I may be reduc'd together to thy 
Country Faſhion. 
Teg. Upon my Soul, Joy, for I will carry thee then 
into my Country too. 
C. Car. Why, there's the worſt on't; the beſt will help 


atſelf, 
Enter Mr. Day, and Mrs. Day. 

Mr. Day. Welcome, ſweet Duck; 1 ſs thou haſt 
brought home good Company indeed ; 1 Mo- 
ney s worth; if we can but now make ſure of this Heireſs 
Mrs. A4rbel/a, for our Son Abel. 

Mrs. Day. If we can? you are ever at your If's, yours 
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afraid of your own Shadow; I can tell you one If more; 

that is If I did not bear you up, your Heart wou'd be 

down in your Breeches at every turn: Well, if I were 
—Þ— there's another If for ou. 

Mr. Day. I thou ſayeſt true, I fl. ou d not know 
what to do i ; I am beholden to thy good Counſel, 
for many a good thing ; We had never got Rath nor her 
Eſtate into our Fi 

Mrs. Day. Nay, in that Buſineſs too were at 
Ifs; Now you fee he gre currently for our own Daugh- 
ter, and this Arbella be our Daughter too, or ſhe 
ſhall have no Eftate. 

Mr. Day. If we cou'd but do that, Wife ! 

Mrs. Day. Yet again at your Ifs ? 


Mrs. Day. In the firſt place (obſerve how I lay a 
Deſign in Politics) d'ye mark, counterfeit me a Letter 
from the King, where he ſhall offer you great matters, 
to ſerve him and his intereſt under-hand. Very good: 
and in it let him remember his kind love and ſervice to 
me. This will make them look about 'em, and think 
you ſomebody : then promiſe them, if they'll be true 
Friends to you, to live and die with them, and refuſe all 

eat Offers; then, whilſt tis warm, get the Compoſition 
of Arbella's Eſtate into your own Power, upon your De- 
ſign of marrying her to Abel. 

Mr. Day. Excellent. 

' Mrs. Day. Mark the luck on't too, their Names ſound 
alike ; Abel and Arbella, they are the ſame to a trifle, it 
ſeemeth a Providence. 

Mr. Day. Thou obſerveſt right, Duck, thou can'ſt fee 
as far into a Millſtone as . SY 
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Mrs. Day. Piſh, do not interrupt me. 

Mr. Day. I do not, good Duck, I do not. | 

Mrs. Day. You do not, and yet you do: you put me 
off from the Toncatenation of my Diſcourſe: then, as [ 
was ſaying, you may intimate to your honourable Fel- 
lows, that one good turn deſerves another. That Lan- 


gua age is underſtood amongſt you. I take it, ha. 

Day. Yes, yes, we uſe thoſe Items often, 
Mrs. Day. Well, interrupt me not. 
Mr. Day. I do not, good Wife. . 
Mrs. Day. You do not, and yet you do; by this means 
get her Compoſition put wholly into your Hands, and 
then no Abel, no Land. —But—in the mean time I wou'd 
have Abel do his Part too. . 

Mr. Day. Ay, ay ; there's a want; I found it. 

Mrs. Day. Yes, when I told you ſo before. 

Mr. Day. Why, that's true, Duck, he is too backward; 
if J were in his Place, and as young as I have been. 
Mrs. Day. O you'd do wonders! But now I think on't, 

or rag be ſome uſe made of Rath, tis a notable witty 
arlotry 

Mr. Day. Ay, and ſo ſhe is, Duck; I always thought ſo, 

Mrs. Day. You always think ſo, when I have thought 

on't firſt.— Let me fee,—it ſhall be fo: we'll ſet her to 
inſtruct el in the firit place; and then to incline Abel 
la; they are Hand and Glove; and Women can do 
much with one ano her. 

Mr. Day. Thou haſt hit upon my own Thoughts 

Mrs. Day. Pray call her in; you thought of that too, 
did you not ? 

Mr. Day. I wilt, Duck. Rath, why, Ruth. 

Enter Rath. 

Ruth. Your Pleaſure, Sir. 

Mr. Day. Navy, tis my Wife's Defire, that.. 

Mrs. Dez. Well, if it be your Wite's, ſhe can beſt tell 
it herſelf, I ſuppoſe. D'ye hear, Rath, you may do a 
buſineis that may not be the worſe for you; you know 1 
uſc but few Words. 

Ruth. What does ſhe call a few? —- [ Hfede. 
Mrs. Day. Look you now, as I ſaid, to be ſhort, and 
3 to 
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ſay it ſo ↄſten. 
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to the matter, my Huſband and I do deſign this Mrs. 
Abella for our Son Abel, and the young Fellow is not 
forward enough, you conceive: pr'ythee give him a little 
Inſtructions how to demean himſelf, in what man- 
ner to ſpeak, which we call addreſs, to her, for Women 
beſt know what will pleaſe Women; then work on 
Abella on the other fide ; work, I ſay, my good Girl; 
no more, but fo: you know my Cuſtom is to uſe but 
few Words, Much may be ſaid in a little! you ſhan't 
repent it. 

Mr. Day. And I ſay ſomething too, Rath. 

Mrs. Day. What need you? do you not ſee it all ſaid 
already to your Hand? What ſayeſt thou, Girl? 

Ruth. I ſhall do my belt I wou'd not loſe the 
Sport for more than I'll ſpeak of [ Hf£2e. 

Mrs. Day. Go call Abel, good Girl. [ Exit Ruth.] By 
dringing this to paſs, Huſband, we ſhall ſecure ourſelves 
if the King ſhou'd come; you'll be hanged elſe. 

Mr. Day. Oh good Wife let's ſecure ourſelves by all 
means: there's a wiſe Saying, 'tis good to have a Shelter 
againſt every Storm. I remember that. 

Mrs. Day. You may well, when you have heard me 


Enter Ruth sri Abel. 

Mr. Day. O Son Abel, d*ye hear : 

Mrs. Day. Pray bold your Peace, and give every body 
leave to teil their own Tale. D' ye . Son Abel, 
I have formerly told you that Arbella wou'd be a 
Wife for you ; a Word's enough to the Wile, ſome En- 
deavours muſt be uſed, and you muſt not be deficient. I 
have ſpoken to your Siſter Ruth to infiruft you what to 
ſay, and how to carry yourſelf ; obſerve her Directions, 
as you'll anſwer the contrary; be confident, and put 
home. Ha Boy, had'ſt thou but thy Mother's Pate. 
Well, 'tis but a Folly to talk of that that cannot be; be 
ſure you follow your Siſter's Directions. 

Mr. Day. Be fure, Boy.— Well ſaid, Duck, I ſay. 


[ Excunt. 
Manent Ruth and Abel, 
Ruth. Now, Brother Abel, 
Abel. Now, Siſter Ruth, 


Rt“ 
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Have you a Month's mind to this 


Arbella ? 


Abel. This will do if I forget 
Ruth. „ *. 


below them 


Abel. No forſooth, I have ſome profound 
tions, but no-State-affairs. —— 


Rath. O fy, Man, you e that the weighty 
| 33 
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Men, and Committee-Men; how ſhould ſhe hope for 
any good by you elſe in her Compoſition ? 

Abel. I apprehend you now: I ſhall obſerve. 

Ruth. "Tis well; at this time Pll ſay no more: put 
yourſelf in your Poſture —ſo: Now go look your Miſ- 
treſs: PII warrant you the Town's our own. 

Abel. l [Exit Abel. 

Ruth. Now I have fix'd him, not to go off till he diſ- 
charges on his Mittreſs. I could burſt with laughing. 

Enter Arbella. 

Arb. What doſt thou laugh at, Rath ? 

Ruth, Didſt thou meet my Brother Abel? 

11 him right, he had | 

wth. It met him ri played at 
hard-head with thee. "M 

Arb. What doit thou mean ? 

Ruth, Why, I have been teaching him to wooe, by 
command of my Superiors; and have inſtructed him to 
—1 honda Ek n 

comes 15 Way. 

4. Who is he to woee? 
Ruth, Even thy own ſweet Self. 
Arb. Out upon him, 
Ruth. Nay, thou wilt be rarely courted ; I'll not ſpoil 
the Sport by telling thee any thing beforehand. They 
have ſent to Lily; and his Learning being built upon 
knowing what moſt People would have him ſay, he bas 
told them for a certain, that Abel ſhall have a rich 
Heireſs ; and that muſt be you. 

Arb. Muſt be? 

Ruth. Yes, Committee -men can compel, more than 


Stars. 
Arb. 1 fear this too late. n 


* 


The Comm1iTrTzE: Or, 


Rath. I deny that. 
Arb. How ? 

Ruth. Wonder not that I begin thus freely with you; 
*tis to invite your Confidence in me. 

Arb. You amaze me. 

Ruth. Pray do not wonder, nor ſuſpet—— When my 
Father, Sir B T died, I was very young, 
not above two Years old: Tis too long to tell zou how 
this Raſcal, being a Truſtee, catch'd me and my Eſtate, 
being the ſole Heireſs unto my Father, into his Gripes ; 
and now for ſome Years has confirm'd his unjuſt Power 
by the unlawful Power of the Times: 1 fear they have 
Defigns as bad as this on you: You ſee I have no Re- 
ſerve, and endeavour to be thought worthy of your 
Friendſhip. 

Arb. I embrace it with as much Clearneſs: Let us 
love and aſſiſt one another Would they marry me to 
this their firſt-born Puppy? 

Ruth. No doubt, or keep your Compoſition from you. 

Arb. "Twas my ill Fortune to fall into ſuch Hands, 
fooliſhly inticed by fair Words and large Promiſes of 
Aſſiſtance. 
Ruth, Peace. 


Eater Obadiah. 

Otad. Mrs. Ruth, my Maſter is demanding your Com- 
pany, together, and not fingly, with Mrs. Arbella; you 
wil find them in the Parlour: The Committee being 
ready to fit, calls upon my Care and Circumſpection to 
fet in order the weighty Matters of State, for their wiſe 
and borourable Inſpection. [ Exit, 
_ Ruth. We come. Come, dear Abella, never be per- 
plex'd ; chearful Spirits are the beſt Bladders to ſwim 
with: If thou art ſad, the Weight will fink thee ; Be ſe - 
cret, and ſtill know me for no other than what I ſeem to 
be, their Davghter. Another time thou ſhalt know all 
Particulars of my ſtrange Story. 

Arb. Come, Wench, they cannot bring us to com- 
pound for our Humours ; they ſhall be free ſtill. 

[ Exeant. 


ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE TL 


Enter Teague. 


Teg. V'Faith my ſweet Maſter has ſent me to a Raſcal 
now, that he has; I will go tell him fo too: He 
aſk'd me why he could not ſend one that could ſpeak 
Egli. Upon my Soul, I was going to give him an 
iriþ Knock. The Devil's in them all; will not 
talk with me; I will near to knock this Man's Pate, 
and chat Man Ladys Pate too, —— that I will: I will 
make them prate to me, that I will. [One cries Books 
4within.] How now, what Noiſes are that 
Enter Bookſeller. 

Beal ſel. New Books, new Books: aun oe ans 
Engagement of the bloody Cavaliers: Mr. Saltmarfs's 
Alarum to the Nation, after having been three Days 
dead: Mercurius Britannicus, &c. 

Teg. How's that? Now they cannot live in Nelas 
after they are dead three Days 

Bookſel. Mercurius Britannicus, or the Weekly Poſt; or, 
The Solemn League and Covenant. 

Teg. What is that you ſay? Is it the Covenant, have 
you that ? 

Bookſel. Yes; what then, Sir? 

Teg. Which is that Covenant ? 

Book(el. Why, this is the Covenant. 

Teg. Well. I muſt take that Covenant. 

- A 
Is I muſt take that Covenant, upon my Soul now, 


Bookſol. 1. Stand off, Sir, or IH ſet you further. 


Teg. Well, upon my Soul now, I will take that Co- 
venant for my Mafter. 


Bookſel. Your Maſter maſt pay me for't then. 

Teg. Fiaith now, they will make him pay for't, after 
I have taken it for him. 

Desde. What a devil does the Fellow mean? 


71. You will make me tay tos long, that you will 


in'd, if it 
ing, ſhe had been ruin 
mocking, 


For all your 


C. Car. She's beholden to you. 
9 


2 
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for theſe Hints; we ma © a > hed. 
where Teg comes: how he ſmiles. Why ſo 
merry, Teg ? 


Enter Teague fmiling. 
Teg. I have done one Thing for thee now, that I have 


Teg. Hadſt it thou! I threw a Fellow down, that I 
did, and took it away for thy ſweet ſake. Here it is 


thee. 
yet with the Fellow's miſta- 
to the beſt of 


Car. This will bri 
Troubles by his Miſtakes: 1 moſt ſend hi 

how d'y 

2 


Enter Obadiah, wwith four Perſons more with Papers. 
C. Car. I am if I have not ſeen a Picture in 
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C. Car. Why, thou art not mad, art? — Well, met, Sir? 
9 belong to the Committee of Sequeſtra- 


6% I do belong to that honourable C 
who are now ready 7 toc ff the bringing on the Work: 

C. BJ. O Plague! What Work, 

C. 2 Pr'ythee be quiet, Man. Are they to fit 


preſen 
tte ready, my Preſence being 
material. 180 [ Exit. 
C. _ —_ x Wouldſt thou have 
beaten * wert to compound 
with the Raſcals his Mafters ? going 
C. Bl. The Sight of any of the Villains flirs me. 
Lien. Come, Colonels, there's no trifling ; let's make 
haſte, and prepare your Buſineſs, let's not loſe this Sit- 
ting; come along, along. [ Excunt. 
Enter Arbella at one Door, Abel at another, as if be ſaw 
ber not, and farts when be comes to ber, as Ruth bad 
taught him. 
Arb. What's the meaning of this? I'll try to teal by 
him. 


Abel. Pardon, Miſtreſs, my profound Contemplations, 
in which I was ſo hid that you could not ſee me. | 


Arb. This is a ſet Form The) radon. 
. 
ow you 
4b. Bad, hare fond pos bo Tl 
t d I fay, Sir? 
. en forſooth. 
Arb. Why, truly, Sir, tis as you ſay; I did not ſee you, 
Enter Ruth, as c ver- bearing them, and peeps. | 
Ruth. This is lucky. 
Abel. No, forfooth, twas I that was not to fee you. 
pF. Why, Sir, would your Mother be angry if you 
? 
Hbel. No, no, quite contrary, —Þ'll tell you that pre- 
andy: but firſt 1 mult lay, tha that the weighty Affairs lie 
heavy my Neck and Shoulders. Shrugs. 
4rb. end be were i d Neck and Heels— 


the Dia- 


y—_—_ wy bd „ 
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notable Wench; look where the Raſcal too: If 

I ſhould becken to her ſhe'd take no notice; the is re- 

foly'd not to relieve me. 2. 
Abel. Something I can do, and that with ſome 

that is, with thoſe that are ſome Bodies. 

Ab. Whift, whit, [Beckens to Ruth, 3 
Head.) Pr'ythee have ſome pity. O unmerciful Girl! 

Abel. I know Parliament men and Sequeſtrators; I 
know Committee men, and Committee-men know me. 

Arb. You have great Acquaintance, Sir. 

Abel. Ves, they aſk my Opinion ſometimes. 

Arb. What Weather twill be? have you any Skill, Sir? 

bel. When the Weather is not good, we hold a Faſt, 

Arb. And then it alters ? 

Abel. Aſſuredly. 

Arb. In good time——No Mercy, Wench ? 

Ab]. Our profound Contemplations are cauſed . by 
the Conſternation of our Spirits for the Nation's Good ; 
we are in labour. 

Arb. And I want a Deliverance—Hark ye, Ruth, 
take off your Dog, or ['ll turn Bear indeed. 

Ruth. | dare not; my Mother will be angry. 

Arb. O hang y Ou. 

Alel. You Fan perceive that I have ſome Power, if 
you pleaſe to 

Arb. Ol am pleaſed, Sir, that you ſhould have Power! 


Ml muſt look out my Hcods and Scarves, Sir, tis almoſt 


dime to go. 

Abel. 1 it were not for the weighty Matters of State 
which lie upon my Shoulders, myſelf would look them. 

Arb. O by no means, Sir; tis below your Greatneſs; — 
Some Luck yet; ſhe never came ſeaſonably before. 

Enter Mr.. Day. 

Mrs. Day. Why how now, Abel! got fo cloſe to Mrs. 
Artella, fo cloſe indeed! nay then I ſmell fomething : 
Well, Mr. Abel, you have been (o us d 16 Secrecy x in 
Council and weighty Matters, that you have it at your 

ends: Nay, look ye, Miſtreſs, look ye, look ye; 
=. oro Eyes: Ab, there he looks. Ruth, thou art 
a good Girl; | find A el bas got ground. 


B | Aut h. 
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Ruth, I forbore to come in, till I aw your Honour 
firſt enter; but I have o'er-heard all. 
Mrs. Day. And how has Abe! behav'd himſelf, Weneh, 


Ruth, O beyond expeftation. If it were lawful, I'd 
undertake he'd make nothing to get as many Womens 
Good-wills as he ſpeaks to; he'll not need much teach- 
ing: You may turn him looſe. 

Arb. O this plaguy Wench! 

Mrs. Day. Say f thou fo, Girl? it ſhall be ſomething in 
thy way; a new Gown, or ſo: It may be a better Penny. 
Well faid, Abel, I ſay; I did think thou wouldſt come out 
with a piece of thy Mother's at laſt :—But I had forgot, 
the Committee are near upon fitting. Ha, Miſtreſs, you 
are crafty; you have made your Compoſition beforehand. 
Ah, this Abel's as bad as a whole Committee: Take that 
Item from me; come, make haſte; call the Coach. Ae; 
well ſaid, Abel, I fay. [Exe. Mri. Day and Abel. 

Arb. We'll fetch our things and follow you. Now, 
| Wench, canſt thou ever hope to be forgiven ? 

Ruth. Why, what's the matter ? 

Arb. The matter! Cou'dſt thou be ſo unmerciful, to 
ſee me practis'd on, and pelted at, by a Blunderbuſs 

d with nothing but Proofs, ny Affairs, Spirit, 
profound Contemplation, and fuch like ? 

Ruth. Why, 1 was afraid to interrupt you; 1 * 
t convenient to give you what time I cou'd, to make hi 
youn pt 1 : 

Arb. 1 am to you : I may cry Quittance. 
Ruth. But did you mark Abe's Eyes? Ah, there w 

Looks! | 

Arb. Nay, pr'ythee give off; my Hour's approaching, 
and I'can't be heartily merry till it be : Come, let's 
tetch our Things; her Ladyſhip's Honour will tay for us. 

Ruth. Il warrant ye, my Brother Abel is not in order 
yet; he's bruſbing a Hat almoſt a Quarter of an Hour, 
and as long a driving the Lint from his black Clothes, 
ww” x. <4  M hold th I ſhall laugh 

Ard. e, pr'y y peace, in's 
Face elſe when I ſee him come along: now for an old 
Shoe. ny” 
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I Table ſet out. 

Enter the Committee as to fit, and Obadiah ordering 

Books and P apers., 

Obad. Shall I read your Honour's laſt Order, and give 
you the Account of what you laſt debated ? 

Mr. Day, I firſt crave your Favours to communicate 
an important matter to this honourable Board, in which 
1 ſhall diſcover unto you my own Sincerity and Zeal to 
the good Cauſe. 

1 Com. Proceed, Sir, 

Mr. Day. The Buſineſs is contain'd in this Letter, tis 
from no leſs a Man than the King; and 'tis to me, as 
fmple as I fir here: Is it your Pleaſures that our Clerk 
ſhould read it? 

2 Com. Yes, pray give it him: 

Obad. [Reads] Mr. Day, Vie have received good Intel- 
ligence of your great Worth and Ability, eſpecially in State- 
matters; and therefore thought fit to offer you any Prefer- 
ment, or Honour, that you ſhall defire, if you will became my 
intire Friend. Pray remember my Lowe and Service to your 
diſcreet Wife, and acquaint her with this ; whoſe Wiſdom, 1! 
hear, is great. So recommending this to her and your abe 
Can filtration, I remain, 


2 Cam. C. K. 

Mr. Day. Ay, that's Cbharler, King. 

2 Com. I ſuſpe& who brought you this Letter, 

Mr. Day. Oh fy upon't, my Wife forgot that Particu- 
lar. [Au. - Why a Fellow left it fer me, and ſhrunk 
away, when he had done: I warrant you, he was afraid 
I ſhou'd have laid hold on him. You fee, Brethren, what 
I reje&; but I doubt not but to receive my Reward: and 
I have now a Buſineſs to offer, which in ſome meaſure 
may afford you an Occaſion. 

2 C:m. This Letter was counterfeited certainly. 

Mr. Day. But firſt be pleas'd to read your laſt order. 

2 Com. What does he mean? that concerns me. 

Oba. The Order is, that the Compoiition ariting out 
of Mr. La/bley's Ellate be and hereby is inveſted and al- 
towed to the honourable Mr. Natbaniel Catch, for and in 
reſpect of his Sufferings, = good Service. Re 

2 r. 


Your Friend, C. K. 
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Mr. Dey. It is meet, very meet; we are bound in duty 
to flrengthen ourſelves againſt the Day of Trouble, when 
the common Enemy ſhall endeavour to raiſe Commo- 
tions in the Land, and diſturb our new-built Zis. 

2 Com. Then VII ſay nothing, but cloſe with him: 
we muſt wink at one another. receive your Senſe of 
uy Services with a w_— / van Now, Mr. Day. 

y you propoſe your 

te. Day. I defire this honourable Board to underſtand, 
that my Wife being at Reading, and to come up in the 
Stage-Coach ; it happened that one Mrs. Abella à rich 
Heireſs of one of the Cavalier Party, came up alſo in 
the ſame Coach. Her Father being newly dead, and 
her Eſtate before being under Sequeſtration; my Wife, 
who has a notable Pate of her own (you all know her) 
prefently caft about to get her for my Son Abel; and ac- 
cordingly invited her to my Houſe; where, though time 
was but ſhort, yet my Son made uſe of it. ey are 
without, as I ſappoſe: But before we call them in, I 
pray let us handle ſuch other matters as are before us. 

1 Cam. Let us hear then what Eſtates beſides lie be- 
fore us, that we may fee how large a Field we have to 
walk in. 

2 C.m. Read. | 

Obad. One of your laſt Debates was upon the Plea of 
an Infant, whoſe Eftate is under Sequeſtration. 

Mr. Day. And fit to be kept ſo till he comes of Age 
and may anſwer for himſelf; that he may not be in 
Voſſeſſion of the Land till he can promiſe he wil not 
turn to the Enemy. X 

Obad. Here is another of almoſt the like nature; an 
Eſtate before your Honours under Sequeſlration: The 
Plea is, that the Party died (without any living Iſſue) for 
taking up Arms; but in his Opinion, he was for the 
— 7 He has left his Widow with Child, which will 
be the Heir; and his Truſtees complain of Wrong, ard 
claim the Eftate. | 

2 Com. Well, the Father in his Opinion was a Cavalier ? 

Obad. So it is given in. N 

2 Com. Nay, twas fo, | warrant you; and there's a 
yourg Cavalier in his Widow's Belly; I warrant you that 

wo, 
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too; for the perverſe Generation increaſeth. I move 
therefore that their two Eſtates may remain in the Hands 
of our Brethren here, and Fellow-Labourers, Mr. 7o/eph 
Blemiſh, and Mr. Jonathan Headfireng, and Mr. Exetiel 
Scrafe, and they to be accountable at our Pleaſures : 
whereby they may have a godly Opportunity of doing 
good for themſelves, ) | 
Mr. Day. Order it, order it. 

3 Com. Since it is your Pleaſures, we are content to 
ta ce the Burden upon us, and be Stewards to the Nation. 

2 Com. Now verily it ſeemeth to me that the Work 
goeth, forward, when Brethren hold together in Unity. 

Mr. Day. Well, if we have now finiſh'd, give me leave 
to tell you, my Wife is without, together with the Gen- 
tlewoman that is to compound : ſhe will needs have a 
Finger in the Pye. 


Com. I proteſs we are to blame to let Mrs. Day walt 
fo has K ” 


Mr. Day. We may not neglect the public for private 
Reſpects I hape, Brethren, that you Fl pleaſe to caſt 
the Favour of your Countenances upon Abel. 


2. 3. Co. You wrong us to doubt ir, Brother Day. 
Call in the Compounders. 


Enter II.. Day, Abel, Arbella, Ruth; and after ihr the 
Colanel:, and Teg ; they give the Door-keeper ſomerbing, 
awho ſeems to ſcrate. 

Mr. Day. Come, Duck, I have told the honourable 
Committee that you are one that will needs endeavour 
to do good for this Gentlewoman. 

2 Com. We are glad, Mrs. Day, that any Occaſion 
brings you hither. | 

Mrs. Day. I thank your Honours, I am de ſirous of doing 
good, which | know is always acceptable in your Eyes. 

Mr. Day. Come on, Son Abel, what have you to fay ? 

bel. 1 come unto your Honours, full of profound 

Contemplations for this Gentlewoman. 

Ar bel. Slife, he's at's Leffon, Wench. 

Ruth. Peace—Which Whelp opens next? O, the 
Wolf is going to bark. | 

Mrs. Day. May it pleaſe your Honours, I ſtall preſume 

B 3 to 
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to inform you, that my Son Abel has ſettled his Affection: 
on this Gentlewoman, and defires ycur Honours Favour 
to be ſhewn unto him in her Compoſition. 

2 Com. Say you fo, Mrs. Day? why the Committee 
have taken it into their ſerious and pious Confideration; 
together with Mr. Day's good Service, upon ſome Know- 
ledge that is not fit to communicate. 

Mrs. Day. That was the Letter I invented. {| Af. 

2 Com. And the Compoſition of this Gentlewoman is 
confign'd to Mr. Day, that is, I ſuppoſe to Mr. Abel, and 
ſo conſequently to the Gentlewoman. You may be thank - 
ful, Miſtreſs, for ſuch good Fortune; your Eftate's diſ- 
charg'd ; Mr. Day ſhall have the Diſcharge. \ 

C. Bl. O damn the Vultures. , 

C. Car. Peace, Man. 

Arb. I am willing to be thankful when I underftand 
the Benefit. I have no reaſon to compound for what's 
my own ; bot if I muſt, if a Woman can be a Delin- 
quent, I defire to know my public Cenſure, not to be 
left in private Hands. 

2 Com. Be contented, Gentlewoman ; the Committee 
does this in favour of yo; we underſtand how eafily you 
can ſatisfy Mr. Abc; you may, if you pleaſe, be Mrs. Day. 

Rath. And then good Night to all? [ Aſeaz. 

Arb. How, Gentlemen! are you private Marriage 
Jobbers? d'ye make Merkets for one another? 

2 Cem How's this, Gentlewoman ? 

C. BI. A brave noble Creature 

C. Car. Thou art ſmitten, Blast; that other Female 
too methinks ſhoots Fire this way. 

Mrs. Day. I defire your Honours to pardon her inceſ- 
ſant Words; perha doth not imagine the that 
15 intended her. * 4 

2 Com. Gentlewoman, the Committee for Mrs. Days 
Sake paſles by your Expreſſtons; you may ſpare your 
pains, you have the Committee's Reſolution, you may 
be your own Enemy if you will. 

Arb. My own Enemy ? 

Rath. Pr'ythee Peace, tis to no purpoſe to wrangle 
here ; we muſt uſe other ways. 

2 Cem, Coms on, Gentlemen; what's your caſe A . 

ut 


\ 
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Ruth. Arbella, there's the downright Cavalier that 
came up in the Coach with us. —On my Life, there's 
a ſprightly Gentleman with him. 
[While they ſpeak, the Colonelt pull the Papers cut, 
and deliver *em. 

C. Car. Our Bufineſs is to compound for our Eſtates ; 
of which here are the Particulars, which will agree with 
your own Survey. 

Obad. The Particulars are right. 

Mr. Day. Well, Gentlemen, the Rule is two Year» 
Purchaſe, the firſt Payment down, the other at Si: 
Months end, and the Eftate to ſecure it. 

C. Car. Can you afford it no cheaper? 

eee 

. Car. well; 'tis but to ifs 
and our more Debs. * 

2 Come. But, Gentlemen, before you are admitted, you are 
to take the Covenant; you have not taken it yet, have you ? 

C. Car. No. 

Teg. Upon my Soul but he has now; I took it for 
him, and be has taken it from me th, he has. 

Rath. What Sport are we now like-to have? 

2 Com. What Fellow's that ? 


C. Car. A poor ſimple Fellow that ſerves me. Peace, Teg. 
Teg. Let them not prate ſo then. 


2 Com. Well, Gentlemen, it remains, whether you'll 
take the Covenant ? 

C. Car. This is ſtrange, and differs from your. own 
Principle, to impoſe on other Mens Conſciences. 

Mr. Day. Piſh, we are not here to diſpute; we act ac- 
cording to our Inſtructions, and we cannot admit any to 
compound without taking it; therefore your Anſwer. 

Teg. Why, was it for no matter then that I have taken 
the Covenant ? You there, Mr. Committee, do you hear 
that now ? 

C. Car. No, we will not take it: much good may it 
do them that have Swallows large enough; twill work 
one Day in their Stomachs. 

C. Bl. The Day may come, when thoſe that ſuffer for 
their Conſciences and Honour may be rewarded. 


Mr. Day. Wan ada 25 
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C. Bl, Our Worſhips then are different, you make 
hat your Idol which brings you Intereſt; we can obey 
that which bids os Joſe it. 

Arb. Brave Gentlemen ! 

Ruth. | ſtare at em till ry Eyes ake. 

2 Com. Gentlemen, you are Men of dangerous Spirits: 
know we muit keep our Rules and Inſtructions, leſt we 
loſe what Providence hath put into our Hands. 

C. Car. Providence! fach as Thieves rob by. 

2 Cam. What's that, Sir? Sir, you are too bold. 

C. Car. Why in good ſooth you may give Loſers leave 
to ſpeak; I hope your Honours, out of your Bowels of 
Compaſſion, will permit us to talk over our departing Acres. 

Mr. Day. It is well you are ſo merry. 

C. Car. O, ever whilſt you live, clear Souls make 
light Hearts: faith, wou'd I might aſk one Queſtion ? 

2 Com. Swear not then. 

C. Car. Thou ſhalt not covet thy Neighbours Goods; 
there's a Roww/and for your Oliver: my Queſtion is only, 
which of all you is to have our Efates; or will you 
make Traitors oftem, draw em, and quarter em? 

2 Com. Ycu gre abuſive. 

C., Bl. No, no, tis only to intreat the honourable Per- 
ſons that will be pleated to be our Houſe-keepers, to 
keep them in good Reparations ; we may take polleſſion 
again, without the help of the Covenant. 

2 Cam. You will think better on't, and take this Covenant. 
C. Car. We will be as rotten firſt as their Hearts that 
invented it. 

Ruth. Sliſe, Arbella, we'll have theſe two Men; there 
are not two ſuch again to be had for Love nor Money. 
- Mr. Day. Well, Gentlemen, your Follies light upon 

your own Heads; we have no more to ſay. 
Ci. Car. Why then hoilt Sails for a new World : _—— 
D'ye hear, Flunt, what Gentlewoman is that? 
C. 2B. *Tis their witty Daughter I told thee of. 
C. Car. I'll go to ſpeak to em; I'd fain convert that 
pretty Covenanter. | 
C. Bl. Nay, pr'ythee let's £0. 
C. Car. Lady, I hope you'll have that good Fortune 
not to be troubled with the Covenant. _ 
2 
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Arb. If they do, I'll not take it. 

C. BI. Brave Lady! I muſt love her againſt my Will. 

C. Car. For you, pretty One, I hope your Portion 
will be enlarged by our Misfortunes : remember your 
Benefactors. 

Ruth. If I had all your Eſtates, I cou d afford you as 
good a thing. | 
C. Car. Without taking the Covenant? 

Ruth. Yes, but I would invent another Oath. 

C. Car. Upon your Lips ? a 

Ruth. Nay, I am not bound to diſcover. 

C. Bl Pr thee come; is this a time to ſpend in fooling ? 

C. Car. Now have I forgot every thing. 

C. Bl. Come, let's go ? 

2 Com. Gentlemen, void the Room. a 

C. Car. Sure tis impoſſible that Kite ſhould get that 

etty Merlin. | 

C. Pl. Come, pr'ythee let's go, theſe Muck-worms will 
have Earth enough to flop their Mouths with one Day. 

C. Car. Pray uſe our Eſtates huſband like, and ſo our 
moſt honourable Bailiffs, farewel. 

Mr. Day. You are rude: Door-keeper, put em forth there. 

Keep. Come forth, ye there; this is not a Place for 
ſuch as you. Eee 

Teg. Ye are a Raſcal, that you are now. 

Keep. And pleaſe your Honours, this profane Ir;Sman 
ſwore an Oath. at the Door, even now, when [ wou'd 
have him put out. — 

2 Com. Let him pay for't. 

Kerp. Here you mult pay, or lie by the Heels. 

Teg. What muſt I pay, by the Heels? 1 will not pay 
by the Heels, that I will not, upon my Soul. 

C. Car Here, here's a Shilling for thee, be quiet. [ Ex. 

Tg. Well, I have not curs'd you now, that I have 
not; what if | had curs'd then? 

ep. T hat had been Six pence. 

Teg. Upon my foul now, I have but one Six-pence, 
that | have nct: Here, though, | will give it thee fur a 
Curſe; there, Mr. Committee, now there is Six-pence for 
the Curſe before- hand, Mr. Commitice, and Plague take 
you all, [Rur cut. 
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04 Hark ye, Arbella; twere a Sin not to love theſe 
cn. 

Arb. I am not guilty, Ruth. 

Mrs. Day. Has this Honourable Board any other 
Command ? 

2 Com. Nothing farther, good Mrs. Day. —Gentlewo- 
man, you have nothing to care for : but be grateful and 
kind to Mr. Abel. 

b. I Defire to know what I muſt directly truſt to, 
or [ will complain. 

Mrs, Day. The Gentlewoman ncedeth not doubt, ſhe 
Mall ſuddenly perceive the Good that is intended her, 
if ſhe does not interpoſe in her own light. 

Mr. Dax. I pray withdraw; the Committee has paſs'd 
their Orler, and they mult now be private. 

2 Com. Nay, pray, Miſtreſs, wit W. [ Exeunt all but 
the Commiltee.)] So, Brethren, we have finiſh'd this Day s 
Work; and let us always keep the Bonds of Unity unbro- 
ken, walking Hand in Hand, and ſcattering the Enemy. 

Mr. Day. You may perceive they have Spirits never 
to be reconcil'd; they walk according to Nature, aad 
are full of inward Darkneſs. | 

2 Cam. It is well truly for the good People, that they 
are fo obſtinate, whereby their Eltates may of Right fall 
into the Hands of the Choſen, which truly is a Mercy. 

Mr. Day. I think there remaineth nothing hoes, bus 
to adjourn till Mondey. Take up the Papers there, and 
bring home to me their Honours Order for Mrs. Arabella's 
Eſtate. So, Brethren. we ſeparate ourſelves to our parn- 
cular Endeavours, 'till we join in public on Monday, two 
of the Clock; and fo Peace remain with you. [Exe. 


ares 


—_ 


— 


ACT II. SCENE I. 
Enter Col. Careleſs, Col. Blunt, and Lieutenant. 
, Y Faith. a ſad : i i 
n 


C. Car. Never did any Rebels fiſh with ſuch Cormc- 


rants : no Stoppage about their Throats; the Raſcals are 
all Swallow. 
pf 4 


The Faithful IX ISH MAN. 35 


C. Bl. Now am I ready for any Plot; 1'll go find ſome 
of theſe Agitants, and fill up a Blank Commiſſion with 
my Name. And if I can but find two or three gathered 
together, they are ſure of me; I will pleaſe myſelf how- 
ever, with endeavouring to cut their Throats. 

C. Car. Or do ſomething to make them hang us, that 
we may but part on any Terms: Nothing anger'd me but 
that my old Kitchen-ſluff Acquaintance locked another 
way, and ſeem'd not to know me. 

C. Bl. How Kitchen-ftuff Acquaintance ! 

C. Car. Yes, Mrs. Day, that commanded the Party in 
the” Hackney-Coach, was my Father's Kitchen-maid, 
and in Time of Yore called Gillian. 

| Enter Teg. 
How now, eg; What ſays the Learned? 

Trg. Well then, upon my Soul, the Man in the great 
Cloke, with the long Sleeves, is mad, that he is. 

C. Car. Mad, Teg / 

Teg. Ves i'faith is he; he bid me be gone, and ſaid E 
was Tas to mock him. 

C. Car. Why, what didſt thou ſay to him? 

Teg. Well now, I did aſk him if he wou'd take any 
Counſel. 

C. Car. Sliſe, he might well enough think thou 
mock ſt him. Why, thou ſhouldſt have ak'd him when 
we might have come for Couniel. 

Teg. Well, that is all one, is it not? If he wou'd take 
any Counſel, or you wou'd take any Counſel, is not that 
all one then ? 

C. Car. Was there ever ſuch a Miſtake ? 

C. N. Pr'ythee ne ler be troubled at this; we are paſt 
Counſel: If we had but a Friend amongſt them, that 
ccu'd but ſlide us by this Covenant. 

Lit. Hark ye, Colonel; what if you did viſit this 
tranſlated Kirchen- maid ? 

cg. Well, how's that? a Kitchen-maid ? where is ſhe 

; 


now! 
C. Bl. The Lieutenant adviſes well. : 
C. Car. Nay, ſtay, ftay, in the firſt Place I' ſend Tg 
to her, to tell her I have a little Buſineſs with her, anc 


dctire to know when | may have leave ta wait on ay 
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C. Bl. We ſha'l have Teg miſtake again. 

Teg. How is that now? 1 will not miſtake that Kitchen- 
— ＋ whither muſt I go now, to miſtake that Kitchen 
maid ? | 

C. Car. But d'ye hear, Tezg? you muſt take no Notice 
of that, upon my Life; but on the contrary, at every 
Word you muſt ſay, Your Ladyſhip, and your Honour ; 
as for exam when you have made a Leg, you mult 
begin thus; My Maſter preſents his Service to your 
Ladyſhip, and having fome Buſineſs with your Honour, 
defires to know when he may have leave to wait upon 
your Ladyſhip. | 

Teg. Well, that I will do: But was ſhe your Father's 
Kitchen-maid ? 

C. Car. Why, what then? 

Teg. Upon my Sovl I ſhall laugh upon her Face, for 
all I wou'd not have 2 mind to do it. 

C. Car. Not for a hundred Pounds, Teg; you muſt 
be ſure to ſet your Countenance, and look very ſoberly, 
before you begin. 

Teg. If I ſhou'd think then of any Kettles, or Spits, 
or any thing that will put a Mind into my Head of a 
Kitchen, I d laugh then, ſhou'd I not? 

C. Car. Not for a thouſand Pounds, Teg ; thou may'ſt 
undo us all. _=_ 

Teg. Well, I will hope I will not laugh then: I wild 
keep my Mouth if I can, that Iwill, from running to 
one vide and t'other Side. Weil now, where does this 
Airs. Tay live? | 

Lieu. Come, 77g. I'll walk along with thee, and ſhew 
thee the Houſe that thou may'it not miſtake that how- 
ever. = 
C. Car. Pr'ythee do, Lieutenant; Have a care, Teg; thou 
ſhalt find us in the Temple, [ Exeunt Licutenant and Leg 
Now, Niunt, have I another Defign. 

C. B.. What further Defign canlt thou have? 

C. Car. Why by this means I may chance ſee theſe 
Women again, and get into their Acquaintance. 

C. A. With both, Man? 

C. Car. 'Slife thou art jealous; doſt love either of em? 

C. ZI. Nay, I can't tell; all is not as was. 

LY Ge Cary 
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C. Car. Like a Man that is not well, and yet knows 
not what ails him. 

C. Bl. Thou art ſomething nearer the matter ; but I'll 
cure myſelf with conſidering, that no Woman can ever 
care for me. 

C. Car. And why, pr'ythee? 

C. Bl. Becauſe | can ſay nothing to them. 

C. Car. The leſs thou can'ſt ſay, they'll like thee the 
better; ſhe'll think 'tis Love that has ham-{tring'd thy 
Tongue: Beſides, Man, a Woman can't abide any Thing 
in the Houſe ſhould talk but ſhe and her Parrot. What, 
is it the Cavalier Girl thou lik'ſt? 

C. Bl. Canſt thou love any of the other Breed? 

C. Car. Not honeſtly —vet I confeſs that ill- 

Raſcal never look'd towards me, but ſhe ſcatter'd. 
was & as faſt as kindling Charcoal; thine's grown al- 
ready to an honeſt Flame: Come, Blunt, when Teo 
comes we will reſolve on ſomething. [ Excunt. 

Enter Arbella and Ruth. 

Vb. Come now, a Word of our own Matters; how 
doit thou hope to get thy Eſtate again ? 

Ruth, You ſhall drink firſt; I was juſt going to aſk 
you, how you would get yours again; you are as faſt as 
if you were under Covert-baron. 

Arb. But I have more hopes than thou haſt. 

Ruth. Not a ſcruple more; if there were but Scales 
that could weigh Hopes: for theſe Raſcals muſt be 
hang'd before either of us ſhall get cur own; vou may 
eat and drink out of yours as I co, and be a Sujourner 
with Adel. 

Ari. 1 am hamper'd, but I'll not intangle myſelf with 
Mr. Ael's conjugal Cords ; nay—lI am more hamper'd 
than thou thinkeſt; for if thou art in as bad caic as 1 
(you underſtand me) hold up thy Finger. 

Ruth. Behold : nay, I'll ne'er forſake thee [Ruth clus 
up her Finger.] If 1 were not ſin tten, | wou'd perſuace 
my ſelf to be in Love, if 'twere but to bear thee Company. 

Arb. Dear Girl! hark Ye, Ruth, the Compot:itun- 
Day made an end of all; all's gore. | 

Ruth. Nay, that fatal Day put me into the Condition 
of a Compounder too; there was my Heart brought 
under Sequettraaon, 176. 
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Arb. That Day, Wench ? 

Ruth. Ves, that very Day, with two or three ſorcible 
Looks 'twas driven an Inch at leaft out of its old Place ; 
Senſe or Reaſon can't find the way to't now. 

Arb. That Day, that very Day! if you and I ſhould 
like the ſame Man? 

Rath. Fy upon't; as I live thou mak ſt me ſtart; now 
dare not I aſs which thou lik't. 

Ab. Wou d they were now to come in, that we might 
watch one another's Eyes, and diſcover by Signs; 1 am 
not able to aſk thee neither. 

Ruth. Nor I to tell thee; ſhall we go aſk Li/y which 
it is? 

A.. Out upon him; nay, there's no need of Stars; 
we know ourſelves, if we durit ſ 

Ruth. Piſn, I'll fpeak if it be the ſame: we'll draw Cuts, 

Arb. No, hark ye, Ruib, do you act them both, for 

ou ſaw their ſeveral Humours, and then watch my 
5 es, where I appear moſt concern d; I can't diſſemble, 
for my Heart. 

Ruth. I dare ſwear that will hinder thee to diſſemble 
indeed. Come have at you then, I'Il ſpeak if I were 
before the honourable Raſcals: And firſt, for my brave 
Blunt Colonel, who hating to take the Oath, cry'd out 
with a brave Scorn (ſuch as made thee in Love, I hope) 
Hang yourſelves, Raſcals, the Time will come when 
thoſe that dare be honeft will be rewarded. Don't I act 
him bravely, don't I act him bravely ? 

Arb. O admirably well! dear Wench, do it once more. 

Rath. Nay, nay, Pf maſt do the t'other now. 

Arb. No, no; this once more, dear Girl, and Ill act 
the Yother for thee. | 

Ruth. No forfooth, I' fpare your pains; we are right, 
nn need of Cuts; ſend thee good Luck with him I acted, 
and wiſh me well with my merry Colonel, that ſhall act 
his ewn Part. 

Arb. And a thoufand good Lucks attend thee. We 
have faved our Bluſhes admirably well, and relieved cur 
Hearts from hard Duty—But mum, fee where the Mother 
comes, and with her, her Son, a true Exemplification or 
Duplicate of the original Day. Now tor a Charge. 

Enter 
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Enter Mr. Day and Abel. 

Ruth. Stand fair, the Enemy draws up. 

Mrs. Day. Well, Mrs. Arabella, I hope you have con- 
ſider'd enough by this time; you need not uſe ſo much 
Conſideration for your own Good; you may have your 
Eftate, and you may have Abe/, and you may be worſe 
_ offer'd.———— Abel, tell her your mind, ne'er ftand, ſhall 
I, mall I Ruth, docs ſhe incline, or is ſhe wilful ? 

Ruth. | was juſt about the Point when your Honour 
interrupted us.—One Word in your Ladyſhip's Ear. 

Abel. You ſee, forſooth, that I am ſome Body, though 
you make no Body of me; you ſee I can prevail; there- 


fore pray ſay what I mult truſt to; for I muſt not ſtand, 


Arb. You are haſty, Sir. 

Abel. | am call'd upon by important Affairs; and 
therefore I muſt be bold in a fair Way to tell you that 
it lies upon my Spirit exceedingly. 

Arb. Saſtron · poſſet-drink is very good againſt the 
Heavineſs of the Spirit. 

Abel. Nay, foriooth, you do not underſtand my 


Meaning. 
Arb. You do, I hope, Sir; and tis no matter, Sir, is 
one of us know it. 
Exter Teg. 


Teg. Well now, who are all you? 

Arb. What's here, an 4 Elder come to examine us 
all? 

Teg. Well now, What is your Names, ever one ? 

Ruth, Artella, This is a Servant to one of the Colo- 
nels upon my Life, tis the [r:;man that took the Co- 
venant, the right way. 

A: b. Peace, what ſhou'd it mean? 

Tig. Well, cannot ſome of you all ſay nothing? 

Mrs. Day. Why how now Sauce-box? what wou'd 


you have? What, have you leſt your Manners without? 
Go out, and fetch 'em in. 


T+g. What ſtou'd I fetch now? 

Mrs. Day. Lyou know who you fpeak to, Sirrah ? 

Trg. Well, what are you then? upon my Soul, in my 
ewn Country they can tell who I am. 


Abel. 
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Abel. You muſt not be ſo ſaucy unto her Honour. 

. Well, I will knock you, if you be ſaucy with me 
en. 

Rath. This is miraculous ! 

Teg. Is there none of you that I muſt ſpeak to now? - 

Arb. Now, Wench, if he ſhou'd be ſent to us. [ Aide. 

Teg. Well, I wou'd have one Mrs. Tay ſpeak unto me. 

_ Day. Well, Sirrah, I am ſhe; what's your Buſi- 
neſs ? 

Teg. © fo then, are yow Mrs. Tay? Well, I will look 
well firſt, and I will ſet my Face in ſome Worſhip; yes 
indeed. that I will; and I will teil her then what I will 
ſpeak to her. 

Ruth. How the Fellow begins to mould hiraſelf ? 

Arb. And tempers his Chops like a Hound that has 
lap'd before his Meat was cold enough. 

Ruth. He looks as if he had ſome Gifs to pour forth; 
thoſe are Mr. Day's own white Eyes before he begins ta 
ſay Grace: Now for a Specch rattling in his Ketcher, 
as if his Words ſtumbled in their Way. 

Teg. Well, now | will tell thee, faith: My Maſter, 
the good Colonel Carele/5, bid me aſk thy good Lady ſhip 
n my Soul now the Laugh will come upon me. 
He laughs akways when be Jays Ladyſhip or Honour. 
Mrs. Day. Sirrah, Sirrah ; what, were you ſent to 
abuſe me ? 

Ruth. As ſure as can be. 222 

Teg. V'faith now I do not abuſe thy good Honour, —1 
cannot help my Laugh now, I will try again now; I 
will not think of a Kitchen then : — My Mater wou'd 
kaow of your Lady ſhip 

Mrs. Day. Did your Maſter ſend you to abuſe me, 
you Raſcal? By my Honour, Sirrah 

Teg, Why doſt thou mock thy ſelf now, Joy? 

Mrs. Day. How, Sirrah, do I mock myſelf? This is 
ſome 1:4 Traitor. 

Tg. I am no Traitor, that I am not; I am an 7 
Rebel, you are cozen'd now. 

Mrs. Day. Sirrah, Sizrab, Iwill make you know who 
I am : an impudent Vi Raſcal ! 


Abel, 
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2 He ſeemeth a dangerous Fellow, and of a bold 
itious 

Mrs. Day. You are a bloody Raſcal, I warrant ye. 

Teg. You are a fooliſh brabble bribble Woman, that 

ou are. 
l Abel. Sirrah, we that are at the Head of Affairs muſt 
puniſh your Saucineſs. 

Teg. You ſhall take a Knock upon your Pate if you are 
with me, that I ſhall; you Son of a Round-head, you. 
rs. Day. Ye Raſcally Varlet, get you out of my Doors. 

Teg. Will not I give you my Meſſage then? 

Mrs. Day. Get you out, Raſcal. 

Teg. 1 vides ts me den ray Meſſage. 

I. K Get you out, I ſay. 

Teg. Well then I care not neither; the Devil take 

your Lady hip, and Honourſhip, and Kitchenſbip too; 
there 


now. Exit. 
Arb. Was there ever ſuch a Scene? Tis impoſſible to 
guels any thing. 


Ruth. Our -, - WE have _ as ſare as thou liveſt, 

to make themſelves Sport all che Revenge that 
is in their Power: Sy 2 her Honour trots 
about, like a Beaſt lung with Flies. - 
. Mrs. Day. How the Villain has diflemper'd me Out 
upon't too, that | have let the Raſcal go unpuniſh'd, and 
you can ſtand by like a Sheep; run after him then, and 
flop him; I'll have him laid by the Heels, and make 
him confeſs who ſent him to abuſe me: Call Help as 
you go, make haſte I ſay. [ Exit Abel. 

Ruth, Slid, A4rbelia, run after him, and ſave the poor 
Fellew for $ake's Sake; ſtop Abel by any means, that 
he may ſcape 

Arb. Keep his Dam off, and let me alone with the 
Puppy. [ Exit. 

Ruth, Fear not. 

Mrs. Day. Ods my Life, the Raſcal has heated me.— 
Now I think on't, III go myſelf, and fee it done; a 
ſaucy Villain. 

Ruth, But I muſt needs acquaint your Honour with 
one uy uy concerning Mrs. Abella. 

Mrs. Day. As ſoon as ever 1 have done. > goes 

uth, 


News, Wench ? 
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- Ruth, Moſt excellent; if out you ma all, 
Such a Diſcovery I have Sade chas — l bes the 
Accident that anger'd you. 

Mrs. Day. Quickly then, Girl. 

Ruth. When you ſent Abel after the Iriſſmas, Mrs. Ar- 
bella's Colour came and went in her Pace; and at laſt, 
not able to ſtay, ſlunk away after him, for fear the Yiſbman 
ſhould hart him; ſhe ſtole away, and bluſh'd the prettieſt, 

Mrs. Day. I proteſt he may be hurt indeed; Pl run 
myſelf too. 

Ruth. By no means, Forſooth; nor is there any need 
on't; for ſhe reſolv'd to flop him before he cou'd get 
near the inan She has e it, upon my Life; and 
if you ſhou'd go out you might ſpoil the kindeſt Eacoun- 
ter that the loving Abel is ever like to have. 

Mrs. Day. Art ſure of this ? 

Ruth. If you do not find ſhe has ſtopt him, let me 
ever have your Hatred: pray eredit me. 

Mrs. Day. I do, I do believe thee; come, we'll go in 
where I uſe to read: There thou ſhalt tell me all the 
Particulars, and the Manner of it: I warrant 'twas pretty 
to obſerve. 

Rath. O, *twas à thouſand Pities you did not ſee't, 
when Abel walk d away ſo bravely, and fooliſhly, after 
this wild Vina. She ſtole ſuch kind Looks from her 
own Eyes; and having robb'd herſelf, ſent them after 
her own Abel ; and then 

Mrs. Day. Come, good Wench, I'll go in and hear it 
all at large; it ſhall be the beſt Tale thou haſt told theſe 
two Days. Come, come, I long to hear all. Abel, for 
his Part, needs no Help by this time; come, good 


Wench. — 
Ruth. So far I am right; Fortune take care for ſuture 
Things. [ Exit. 


Enter C. Blunt as taken by Baili/75. 
C. BI. At whoſe Suit, Raſcals ? 
1 Ba. You ſhall know that time enough. 
C. Bl. Time enough, Dogs! muſt | wait your Lei- 
ſure ? 
1 Bail. O you are a dangernus Man; tis ſuch Traitors 
as you that diſturb the Peace of the Nation, _ 
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C. l. Take that, Raſcal; if I had any thing at Li- 
berty beſides my Foot, I would beftow it on you. 

1 Bail. You ſhall pay dearly for this Kick, before you 
are let looſe, and give good ſpecial Bail: Mark that, 
my ſurly Companion ; we have you faſt. 

C. Bl. Tis well, „vou caught me convenient- 
ly ; had I been aware, | wou'd have made ſome of your 
ſcurvy Souls my ſpecial Bail, 

1 Bail. O, *tis a bloody-minded Man! I'll warrant ye 
this vile Cavalier has eat many a Child. 

C. BI. I cou'd gnaw a piece or two of you, Raſcals. 
Enter C. Careleſs. 
C. Car. How is this! Blut in hold! you Catchpole, 
let go your Prey, or 
aws and Blunt in the Scuffle throws up one of 
2 and gets a Sword, and helps to drive 
4 off. i 
2 Halder, Murder | 
C. N. Faith, Careleſs, this was worth Thanks. I was 
fairly going. 
C. Car. What was the matter, Mm? 
C. Bl. Why, an Action or two for free Quarter, now 
made rover and 1 Nay, I believe we ſhall be 
ſued with an Action of Treſpaſs, for every Field we 
have marched over; and be indited for Riots, for going 
at unſeaſonable Hours, above two in a Company. 
Enter Teg running. 

C. Car. Well, come, let's away. , 

Teg. Now upon my Soul run as I do; the Men in red 
Coats are running too, that they are, and they cry Mur- 
der, Murder; I never heard ſuch a Noiſe in Helaxnd, 
that's true too. 

C. Car. 'Slife, we muſt ſhift ſeveral ways. Farewel. 
If we 'ſcape, we meet at Night; I ſhall take heed now. 

Tez. Shall I tell of Mrs. 7 ay now ? 

C. Car. O good Teg, no time for Meſſages. 

| [ Exeunt ſeveral ways. 
[4 Noiſe within.) Enter Bailiff; and Soldiers. 
1 Bail, This way, this way! Oh Villains! My Neigh- 


| bour Swaſb is hurt dangerouſly. Come, good Soldiers, 


follow, follow. 


Enter 
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Enter Careleſs and Teg 
C. Car. I am uy of Breath, "ond the Blood- 
Hounds are in full C - a Burning Scent: Plague 
on H ennels — What Door's 
this that graciouſly ſtands a little open? What an Aſs am 
I to aſk ? Teg, ſcout abroad; if any thin _—_— 
ordinary, obſerve this Door, there you ny br find me; be 
careful. Now by your Favour, Landlord, as unknown. 
Exeunt fever 
Enter Mrs. Day, and iah * 
. Mes. Day. It was well obſerved, Obadiah, to bring 
the Parties to me firil ; tis your Maſter's Will that 1 
ſhou'd, as I may ſay, prepare matters for him. In Truth, 
in Truth, I have too great a — =: yet for 
the public Good I am content to 
Obad. I hall with Gncere Care preſent vato your Ho- 


a 2 OS 0 mp 
diſcreetly preſume may be for your Honour's 


Irs. Day. It will become you ſo to do. You have the 
Preſent that came laſt ? 


Obad. Yes, and pleaſe your Honour ; the Gentlewo- 


man co her Brother's Releaſe, hath alſo ſent in 
a Piece of Plate. 


Mrs. Day. It's very well. 

Obad. But the Man without, about a Bargain of the 
King's land, is come empty. 

Mrs. Day. Bid him be gone, e e 
he does not underſtand bhinrſelf. 

Obad. I ſhall intimate fo much to him. 


[4s Obadiah goes out, C. Careleſs meets bin and 
tumbles bim back. 


Mrs. Day. Why how now ? What rade Companion's 


this? What wou'd you have? What's your Buſineſs? 
What's the mattzr? Who ſent you? Who do you belong 
to? Who! 

C. Car. Hold, hold, if you mean to be anſwer'd to all 
theſe Interrogatories ; you ſee I reſolve to be your Com- 
anion; I am a Man; there's no great matter ; no Body 
at me; nor I belong to-no Body: aac have au- 


ſwer'd to the chief Heads. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Day. Thou haſt committed Murder, for ought I 
know: How is't, Obadiah ? 

C. * _ _ have I to fall into the Ter- 
ritories of my itchen Acquaintance ; Ill proceed 
upon the Strength of Teg's Meſlage, tho” I had no An- 
ſwer. [ 4fde. 

Mrs. Day. How is't, Man ? 

Obad. Truly he came forcibly upon me, and I fear 
has bruiſed fome Intellectuals within my Stomach. 

Mrs. Day. Go in, and take ſome 7-56 Slat by way of 
Prevention, and keep warm. [Ex. Obad.] Now, 
Sir, have you any Buſineſs, that you came in fo rudely - 
as if you did not know who you came to; How came 
you in, Sir Royſter? Was got the Porter at the Gate? 

C. Car. No truly, the Gate kept itſelf, and ſtood gaping 
as if it had a mind to ſpeak, and ſay, I pray come in. 

Mrs. Day. Did it fo, Sir? and what have you to ſay ? 

C. Car. Ay, there's the Point; either ſhe dces not, or 
will not know me: What ſhou'd I ſay? How dull am 1? 
Pox oa't, this Wit is like a common Friend, when one 
has need on him he won't come near one. [Aue. 

Mrs. Day. Sir, are you fludying for an Invention? for 
ought | know you have done ſome Miſchief, and twere 
fit ro ſecure you. | 

C. Car. So, that's well: twas pretty to fall into the 
Head-quarter of the Enemy. ”- . Ta. 

Mrs. Day. Nay, 'tis even fo; I'll fetch thoſe that ſhall 
examine you. 5 

C. Car. Stay, thou mighty States-u oman; I did but 
give you time to ſee if your Memory would be ſo honeſt, 
as to tell you who I am. 

Mrs. Day. What d'you mean, Sauce box? | 
C. Car. There's a Word yet of thy former Employ 
ments, that's Sauce: you and I have been acquainted. 
Mrs. Day. 1 do not uſe to have Acquaintance with 
Cavaliers. 

C. Car. Nor I with Committee-mens Utenſils ; but iz 
dicbus il/is, you were not Honourable, nor | a Malignant. 
Lord. Lord. you are horrible forgetſul: Pride comes with 
Godlineſs, and good Clothes: What, you think I ſhou'd 
not know you, becauſe jou ate diſguied with — wg 
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Hair, and white Gloves? Alas? I know you as well as if 
you were in your Sabbath day's Cinnamon Waſtecoat, 
with a filver Edging round the Skirt. 

Mrs. Day. How, Sirrah ? 

C. Car. And with your fair Hands bath'd in Lather ; 
or with your fragrant Breath driving the fleeting Amber- 
greaſe off from the waving Kitchen-ſtuff. 

Mrs. Day. O. you are an im Cavalier! I re- 
member you now indeed; but I'll. — 

C. Car. Nay, but hark you the now Honourable zo: 
ob/lante paſt Conditions; did not I ſend my Footman, 
an riſpman, with a civil Meſſage to you; why all this 
Strangeneſs then ? | 

Mrs. Day. How, how, how's this l was't you that ſent 
that Raſcal to abuſe me, was't ſo? 

C. Car. How now! what, Matters grow worſe and 
worſe ? 

Mrs. Day. I'll teach you to abuſe thoſe that are in 
Authority : Within there, who's within ? 

C. Car. Slife, I'll top your Mouth, if you raiſe an 
Alarm, [ She cries out, and he fleps ber Mcuth. 

Mrs. Day. Stop my Mouth, Sirrah ! whoo, whoo, ho. 

C. Car. Yes, ſtop your Mouth; what, are you good 
at a who-bub, ha? 

Enter Ruth. 


Ruth. What's the Matter, foriooth ? 

Mrs. Day. The Matter! why here's a rude Cavalier 
has broke into my Houſe; 'twas he too that ſent the 
Triſh Raſcal to abuſe me too within my own Walls: Call 
your Father, that he may grant order to ſecure him. 
"Tis a dangerous — * ET . 

C. Car. Nay, prenty entlewoman, our 

become of me? Teg 2 
ſome ſtrange Mitlake. | [AH e. 

Nut“. Lis he, what ſhall I do! Now Inventica be 
equal to my Love. [Afi Why, your Lady ſhip will 
ſpoil all: 1 ſent for this Gentleman, and injoin'd him 
Secrecy, even to you yourſelf, till I had made his Way. 
O fy upon't, | am to blame; but in Truth 1 did not 
think he would have come theſe two Hours. 

C. Car. I dare ſwear ſhe did not; I might very pro- 
bably not have come at all, Rath, 
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Ruth. How came you to come fo ſoon, Sir? 'twas 
three Hours before you appointed. 

C. Car. Hey-day! I hall be made believe I came 
hither on purpole preſently. [ Ala. 

Ruth. "Twas upon a Meflage of his to me, and pleaſe 
your Honour, to make his Defires known to your Lady- 
ſhip, that he had conſider'd on't, and was reſolved to 
take the Covenant, and give you Five hundred Pound 
to make his Peace, ard bring his Buſineſs about again, 
that he may be admitted in his firſt Condition. 

C. Car. What's this ?——D'ye hear, pretty Gentle- 
woman ? 

Ruth. Well, well, I know your Mind; I have done 
your Buſineſs. > | 

Mr. Day. Oh, his Stomach's come down ! 

Ruth. Sweeten him again, and leave him to me; I 
warrant you the Five hundred Pound, and [ Whi/per:s. 

C. Car. Now I have found it, this Wench has 
a mind to be left alone with me, at her Peril. [ Alias. 

Mrs. Day. I underſtand thee—Well, Sir, I can paſs 
by Rudeneſs, when I am inform'd there was no intention 
of it; I leave you and my Daughter to beget a right 
Underſtanding. | [ Exit Mrs. Day. 

C. Car. We ſhould beget Sons and Daughters ſooner : 
What does this mean? | 4/cde. 

Ruth. I am ſorry, Sir, that your love for me ſhould 
make you thus raſh. 

C. Car. That's more than you know; but you had a 
mind to be left alone with me; that's certain. 

Ruth. 'Tis too plain, Sir ? you'd never have run your- 
ſelf into this Danger elſe. 

C. Car. Nay, now you're out; the Danger run after 
me. 

Ruth. You may diſſemble. 

C. Car. Why, "Tis the Bufineſs here; but we 
loſe time; you and I are left to beget a right Under- 
fanding : come, which Way? 

Ruth. Whither ? 

C. Car. To your Chamber or Cloſer. 

Ruth. But | am engag'd you will take the Covenant. 

C. Car. No, I never ſwear when I am bid. 


Pay, 
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Ruth. But wou d do as bad. 


C. Car. s not againſt my Principles. 

Ruth. Thank you for your Farr 3 — good Signior 
Principle; there lies your Way, Sir: „Iwill oun 
fo much Kindneſs for you, that I repent not the Civility 
I have done, to free you from the Trouble you were 
like to fall into; make me a Leg, if you pleaſe, and cry 
Thank you; and ſo the Gentlewoman that defired to be 
left alone with you, defires to be left alone with herſelf, 
ſhe being taught a right Underſtanding of you. 

C. Car. No: I am riveted ; nor ſhall you march off 
thus with flying Colours: my Commander in 
chief, let us a little farther, but lay down in- 

iouſly the true State of our 'I'reaty. The Buſineſs in 

ort is this; We differ ſeemingly upon two Evils, and 

mine the leaſt; and therefore to be choſen: you had 
better take me, than I take the Covenant. 

Ruth. We'll excuſe one another. 

C. Car. You wou'd not have me take the Covenant 
then ? 

Ruth. No; I did but try you: I forgive your idle 
L ooſeneſs, for that firm Virtue : be conſtant to your fair 
Principles, in ſpite of Fortune. 

C. Car. What's this got into Petticoats but d'ye 
hear: [I'll not excuſe you from my Propoſition, notwith- 
Panding my Releaſe : Come, we are half way to a right 
Underitanding—nay, I do love thee. 

Ruth. Love Virtue; you have but here and there a 
patch of it; y'are ragged ſtill. 

C. Car. Are you not the Committee Day's Daughter? 

Ruth. Yes, what then ? 4 

C. Car. Then I am thankful: I had no Defence 
againſt Thee and Matrimony, but my own Father and 
Mother, which are a perfect Committee to thy Nature. 

Ruth. Why, are you ſure I wou'd have match'd with 
a Malignant, not a Compounder neither? 

C. Car. Nay, | have made thee a Jointure againſt my 
WII; methinks it were but as reaſonable that I ſhou'd 
do ſomething for my Jointure ; but by the way of Ma- 
trir.ony honefily to increaſe your Generation, this, to 
tell you truth, is againſt my Cunſcience. ke 

| «th, 
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Rath. Yet you wou'd beget right Underſtandings. 
C. Car. Yes, I wou'd have en all Baſtards, 

Ruth. And me a Whore. 
C. Car. That's a coarſe Name; but tis not fit a 


Committee-man's ter ſhould be too hone?, to the 
Reproach of her Father and Mother. | 
Ruth. When the | of the Nation is reconcil'd, 


you and I ſhall agree: till when, Sir 
Teg. Are h = x 3 ſhoal, the | 
b u here then? u m a 
Colonel Blue is over-taken * aw; and A 
the Devil! that he is i' faith now. 

C. Car. How, taken and carried to the Devil ! 

Teg. He defired to go to the Devil, that he did; I 
wonder of my ſhoul he was not afraid of that. 

C. Car. I underſtand it aow ; what Miſchief s this ? 

Ruth. You ſeem troubled, Sir. 

C. Car. I have but a Life to loſe, that I am weary of: 
come, Teg. 

Ruth. Hold, you ſhan't go before I know the Buſ- 
neſs ; what d'ye talk of ? 

C. Car. My Friend, my deareft Friend is caught up 
by raſcally Bailiffs, and carried to the Devil- Tavern; 
pray let me go. 

Ruth. Stay but a minute, if you haveany kindneſs forme. 

C. Car. Yes, I do love you. 

Ruth. Perhaps I may ſerve your Friend. 

Enter Arbella. 
O Abella, I was going to ſeek you. 

Arb. What's the matter ? 

Ruth. The Colonel which thou lik'R is taken by Bai- 
liffs; there's his Friend too, almoſt diſtracted: you know 
the Mercy of theſe Times. 

Arb. What doſt thou tell me? I am ready to fink down! 

Ruth. Compoſe yourſelf, and help him nobly ; you have 
er. him to bail him. 

Enter Abel and Obadiah. 

Arb. Lcok, where he and Obadiah come; ſent hither 
by Providence —O Mr. Abel, u here have you been this 
long Time? can you fird of your Heart to keep thus 
out of my Sight ? 

C Abel. 
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Abel. Aſſuredly, ſome important Affairs conſtrain'd 
my Abſence, as Obadiah can teſtify, bona fide. 
Obad. I can do fo verily, myſelf being a material 
Par 

C Cor. Pox on em, how flow they ſpeak. 

Arb. Well, well, you ſhall go no more out of my 
Sight; I'll not be ſatisfied with your bona fides: I have 
ſome Occaſions that call me to go a little way; you ſhall 
een go with me, and good Obadiah too: you ſhall not 
deny me any thing. 

Abel. It is not meet I ſhould. I am exceedingly ex- 
alted. Obadiah, * 
my Tenants. 

Obed. I am thankful. 


C. Car. What may this mean ? [Aldi. 
Arb. Ruth, how ſhall we do to keep thy ſwift Mother 
from purſuing us ? 


Ruth. Let me alone: As I go by the Parlour, where 
ſhe fits, big with Expectation, Vil give her a Whiſper, 
that we are going to fetch the very Five hundred Pound. 

Arb. How can that be? 

Ruih. No Queſtion now. Will you march, Sir? 

C. Car. Whither ? 

Ruth. Lord, how dull theſe Men in Love are — why, 

to E Friend. No more Words. 
C. Car. Iwill ſtare upon thee, though. [ Exeunt, 


— 


ACT IV. SCENE I 


C:hnel Blunt Ercught in by Bailiffs. 


1 Ba. . V, av, we thought how well you'd get Bail. 
C. BJ. Why, you unconfcionable Raſcal, 
are you angry that | am 2ntacky, or do you want ſome 
Fees? I pe riſh 1a a Dungeon, before PI contume with 
throws Sops to iuch Curs. 
1 Ba. Chooſe, cboote: come, along with him. 
C. .. IU not go your Pace neither, Raſcals; PII go 
jo'tly, if it be but to hinder you from taking up ſome 
ther honelt Genpeman, 
1 Bail. 
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1 Bail. Very well, ſurly Sir, we will carry you where 
you ſhall not be troubled what Pace to walk; you'll find 
a large Bill: Blood is dear. 

C. BJ. Not yours, is it? a Farthing a Pint were very 
dear for the beit Blood you have. | 
Enter Arbella, Ruth, Abel, C. Careleſs, and Obadiah. 
1 Bail, How now ! are theſe any of your Friends? 

C. Bl. Never if you ſee Women; that's a Rule. 

Arb. Nay, you need have no Scruple, *tis a near 
Kinſman of mine; you do not think, I hope, that I 
wou'd let you ſuffer—Y ou—that muſt be nearer than a 
Kinſman to me. 

Abel. But my Mother doth not know it. 

Arb. If that be all, leave it to me and Ruth, we'll ſave 
you harmleſs : beſides, I cannot marry, if my Kinſman 
be in Priſon; he mult convey my Eſtate, as you appoint, - 
for 'tis all in him: we mult pleaſe him. 

Abel. The Conſideration of that doth convince me. 
Obadiah, tis nece ſſary for us to ſet at Liberty this Gen- 
tleman, being a Truſtee for Mrs. Arbe/la's Eſtate ; tell 
'em, therefore, that you and I will bail this Gentleman 
2nd d'ye hear, tell them who Il am. 

Oba. I ſhall Gentlemen, this is the honcura“ le 
Mr. Ae Day, the Firſt born of the honourable Mr. Dy, 
Chairman of the Committee of Sequeltrations ; and [ 
myſelf, by Name Obadiah, and Clerk to the ſaid ho- 
nourable Committee. 

1 Bail. Well, Sir, we know Mr. Dar, and Mr. Al. 

Abel. Yes, that's I; and I will bail this Gentleman: 
believe you dare not except againſt the Bail: nay, you 
ſhall have Obadiab's too, one that the State trutfs, 

1 Bail. With all our Hearts, Sir. —— But there re 
Charges to be par. 

is. Here, Obadiah, take this Purſe and diſcharge 
them, and give the Bailt, twenty Shillings to drink. 

C. Car. Inis is miraculous ! 

1 Bail. A brave Lady! Pfaith, Miſtrels, we'!! 
drink your Health. 

Abel. She's to be my Wife, as ſure as you arc here: 
What ſay you to that row ? 

C 2 1 Bat. 
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1 Bail. That's impoſſible: here's ſomethi 


more is 
thic= —tcnourable Mr. el, the Sheriff's 


that Gentlewoman. - 

Ruth. No, no, you'll ſerve my turn; I am not ambi- 
tious. 

C. Car. Do but ſwear then, that thou art not the Iſſue 
of Mr. Day; and tho” I know *tis a Lye, I'll be content 
to be cozen'd, and believe. | 

Ruth. Fy, fy? you can't abide taking of Oaths: 
Look, look, how your Friend and mine take aim at one 
cne another ; Is he ſmitten ? 

C. Car. Cupid has not ſuch another wounded Subject, 
nay, and is vex'd he is in Love too: Troth, tis partly 
my own Caſe. 

Rutk. Peace; ſhe begins, as Need requires. 

Arb. You are free, Sir. 

C. Bl. Not fo free as you think. 

Arb. What hinders it? _ 

C. 3 Nothing, that III tell you. 

A:b. Why, Sir? wo 

C. Bl. You'll laugh at me. 

Arb. Have you perceiv'd me apt to commit ſuch a 
Rudenefs ? Pray let me know it. 

C. Bl. Upon two Conditions you ſhall know it. 

b. Well! make your own Laws. 

C. BI. Firſt, I thank ye, y have freed me nobly: Pray 
believe it; you have this Acknowledgment from an ho- 
neſt bleart, one that would crack 2 String for yuu; 
that's one Thing. 

Arb. Well! the other. 

C. BI The other is only, that I may ſtand ſo ready, 
that I may be gone juſt as | have told it you; together 
with your Promiſe, not to call me back: and upon theſe 
Terms, I give you leave to laugh when J am gone. 

| Careliſs, 
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Carele/s, come fland ready, that at the Sign given, we 
Ruth 11 pleaſ Sir, wh ready to ſtart, 
5. 1 e, Sir, when you are to 

VII cry, Oak wn three, and away. 

C. BI. Be pleas'd to forbear, good ſmart Gentlewo- 
man: you have leave to jeer when I am gone, and am 
juſt going; by your Spleens, have a little Patience. 
48. Prythee Peace. 

Ruth. I ſhall contain, Sir. 

C. Bl. That's much for a Woman to do. 

Arb. Now, Sir, perform your Promiſe. 

C. Bl. Careleſs, have you done with your Woman? 

C. Car. . 1 

C. Bl. Nay, I have ; ; pr no 
nr 
yet nearer the Door: ſo, now my Misfortune that I pro- 
miſed to diſcover, is, that ] love you above my Senſe or 
Reaſon : So farewel, and laugh. Come, Carele/5. 

C. Car. Ladies, our Lives are yours; be but ſo kind 
as to believe it, till you have ſomething to command. 


Excyit. 

Ruth. Was there ever ſuch Humour ? 

Arb. As I live his Confeflion ſhews nobly. 

Ruth. It ſhews madly, I am ſure: an il!-bred Fellow, 
not to endure a Woman to laugh at bim! 

Arb. He's honeft, I dare ſwear. 

Ruth. That's more than 1 dare ſwear for my Colonel. 

. Out upon him. 

Ruth. Nay, tis but fer want of a good Example; III 
make him fo. 

Arb. But d'ye hear, Rath, we were horribly to blame, 
that we did not inquire where they lodg d, under pre- 
tence of ſending to them about their own Buſineſs. 

Ruth. Why, thy whimfical Colonel diſcharg d himſelf 
off like a Gun; there was no time between the Flaſhing 
in the Pan, and the going off, to aſk a Queſtion: But 
bark ye, 1 have an Javention upon the old Account of 
the Five hundred Pound, which ſhall make Abel fend 
his Purſuivant, Obadiab, to look em. | 

Arb. Excellent! the Trout Ale will bite immediately 
at that Bait; The ad be as from * 

| 3 ay, 
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Day, Senior, to come and ſpeak with him ; they'll think 

preiently, 'tis about their Compoſition, and come cer- 

rainuly, In the mean time, we'll prepare them with 

Counter-Expediations. | 
Enter Abel ond Obadiah. 

Rath. You have it. Peace; ice where and the 
gentle Squire of low degree, Ohbadich, approach, having 
v-wiy entered themſelves into Bonds. 

Arb. Which l' be ſure to tell his Mother, if he be 
cvermore troubleſome. 

Ruth, And that he's turn'd an arrant Cavalier, by 
baihing one of the Brood. | 

bel. J have, according to your Deſires, given Free- 
dom to your Kinſman and Trufce; I ſuppole he doth 
pciceive that you may have Fower, in Right of me. 

Arb. Good Mr. Abel, | am fincerely beholden to you, 
and vour Authority. 

Ruth, O ty upon't, Brother, I did forget to acquaint 
van with a Buſineſs before the Gentlemen went. O me, 
what a Sieve-like Memory have I! 'twas an important 
Affair too. 

Abel. If you diſcover it to me, I ſtall render my Opi- 
nion upon the whole. 

Ruth. The two Gentlemen have repented of their 
Oblinacy, and wou'd now preſent Five hudred Pound 
to your good honourable Mother to ſtand their Friend, 
that they may be permitted to take the Covenant; and 
ve, negligent we, have let them go, before we kurw 
Where to ſend to them. | 

Abel. That was the want of being us'd to important 
Affairs; it is iil to neglect the accepting of their Con- 
verſion, together with their Money. 

Ruth, Well, there's but one Way; do you fend OZ z4tah, 
in your Father's Name, to deſire them both to come to his 
Houſe about ſome Buſirelz that will be for their good, 
but no more; for then they'll take it ill; for they en- 
join'd us Secreſy; and when the come, let us alone. 
Obadiah may enquire them out at ſome Tavern. 

Otad. The Bailiffs did ſay they were gone to the De- 
vil-Tavern, to pay a Reckoning. 

Abel. Haſten thither, good Obacab, as if you had met 

my 
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my honourable Father, and defire them to come unto his 
Houſe about an important Affair that is for their good. 
Obad. | ſhall ute Expedition. [ Exit, 
Abel. And we will haſten Home, leſt the Gentlemen 
ſhou'd be before us, and not know how to addreſs their 
Offers; and then we will haſten our being united in the 
Bonds of Matrimony. 


Arb. Soft and fair goes far. [ Exeunt. | 


Enter the tw32 Colonels and Teg, as at the Tavern. 
C. Car. Did ever Man get away ſo craftily from the 
thing he lik'd? Terrible Buſineſs! afraid to tell a Wo- 
man what ſhe defir'd to hear. I pray heartily that the 
Boys do not come to the 131 of thy famous Re- 
treat; we ſhall be followed by thoſe ſmall Birds, as you 
have ſeen aa Owl purſued. 

C. 2, I ſhail break ſome of their Wings then. 

C. Car. To leave a handſom Woman, a Woman that 
came to be bound Body for Body for thee! one that does 
that which no Woman will hardly do again. 

C. Bl. What's that? 

C. Car. Love thee, and thy blunt Humour; a mere 
Chance, Man, a Thing belides all the venerate Stars, 
C. Bl. You practiſe your Wit to no purpoſe; I am 

not to be perſuaded to lie ftill like a 4 to be 
caſt at; I had rather be a Whiſp hung up for a Woman 
to ſcold at, than a fix'd Lover for 'em to point at: Your 
$quib began to hiſs. N 

Euter Obadiah. 

C. Car. Peace, Man, here's Jupiter's Mercury. Is his 
Melſiage to us, trow ? 

Obad. Gentlemen, you are opportunely over taken 
and found out. 

C. Bl. How's this? | 

Od. I come unto you in the Name of the Honoura- 
ble Mr. Day, who deſires to ſpeak with you both about 
ſome important Affair, which is conducing for your good. 

C. Bl. What Train is this? 

C. Car. Peace, let us not be raſh, 77g. 

Teg. Well then. 

C. Car. Were it not poſſible that yon could entertain 
thi: Fellow in the next Room, till he were pretty drunk? 


C 4 Teg. 
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" Teg. I warrant that now; I will make him and 
my ſelf too drunk, for thy ſweet ſake. 

C. Car. Be ſure, Jeg Some Buſineſs, Sir, that will 
take us up a very little time to finiſh, makes us deſire 
your Patience till we diſpatch it: In the mean time, Sir, 
do oy Favour as to call for a Glaſs 1 Ay the 
next Room % ſhall wait u 5 dri 
Maſter's Health. <a * 

Qbad. It needeth not, nor do I uſe to drink Healths. 

C. Car. None but your Maſter's, Sir, and that by way 
of Remembrance. 

Otad. We that have the Affairs of State under our 
Toition cannot !ong delay; my Preſence may be required 
for the carrying on the Work. 

C. Car. Nay, Sir, it ſhall not exceed above a quarter 
of an Hour; perhaps we'll wait upou you to Mr. Day 
preſently : Pray, Sir, drink but one Glaſs or two; we 
wou'd wait upon you ourſelves, but that wou'd hinder 
us from going with you. 

Otad. Upon that Conſideration I ſhall attend a little. 

©. Coy. Go wait upon him, ——now, Tag. or never. 

Jes. I will make him fo drunk as can be, upon my 
Sou), Ex. Teg ad Obad. 

C. Bi. What a Devil ſhou'd this Meſſage mean? 

C. Car. Tis too plain this Cream of Committee- 
Raico)s, who has better Intelligence than a State-Secre- 
tiry, has heard of his Son Abels being hamper'd, in the 
Cauſe of the Wicked, and in Revenge wou'd entice us 
to Perdition. 

C. B/. If T could be fo fortunate as to make him 
drunk, we might know all. 

C. Car. If the cloſe-hearted Rogue will not be open- 
mouth'd, we will leave him pawn'd for all our Scores, 
and ſluff his Pockets with blank Commiſſions. 

C. Bl. Only ful up one with his Maſter's Name. 

C. Car. And another with his Wife's Name for Adju- 
t:nt-General, together with a Bill of Ammunition hid 
under Day's Houle, and make it be digg'd down with 
Scandal of Delinquency. A Raſcal, to think to invite 
us into Newpare / 


C. Bl, Well, we muſt reſolve what to do. 


C. Car. 
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C. Car. I have a F come into H that 
„ — 
C. BI. Come, let's hear. 


Enter 


Ma. Gentlemen, will you have any Muſic ? 


i Car. Cavaliers, thou mean'ſt. Sing without any 
n SONG. 


OW the Fail is pull'd off, and this pitiful Nation 
N Too late fee the Gull J. Kirk-Reformation, ; 


And the Maſters muſt now turn the Waiters, 
The Great Ones obey, 
I hile the Raſcals do fecay, 

And the Loyal to Rebell are Traitors. 


The Pulhpits are crowded with Tongues of their eau, 
And the Preachers Spiritual — ut ho grown, 
To denounce Sequeſtration 
On Souls of old Faſhion : 
— Rail and they Pray 
Till they quite preach away 
The Wealth that vas once the wiſe City's, 
The Courts and the Hall, 
Where the Lawyers did ban), 
Are turn d into pious Committees. 
C5 C. C. 
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C. Car. This Song has rais'd my Spirits: Here, fing 
always for the King; I wou'd have every Man in his Way 
do ſomething for him; I wou'd have Fidlers ſing for 
kim, Parſons pray for him, Men fight for him, Women 
icold for him, and Children cry for him; and according 
to this Rule, Teg is drinking for him: But ſee, 

Enter Teg, and Obadiah drunk. 
See and rejoice where Teg with Laurel comes. | 

C. Bl. And the vanquiſh'd Obadiab, with nothing 
i'd about him but his Eyes. 

C. Car. Stay: Sing another Song in the -behalf of 
Compounders, if thou canſt, that the Vapours of the 
Wine may have full Power to aſcend up to the Firma- 
ment of this truly reformed Caxcomb. 


SONG. 
Ome, Dranver, ſome Wine, 
Let it ſparkle and ſhine, 
Ind make its own Drops fall a boundirg ; 
Like the Hearts it makes light, 
Loet it flow pure and right, 
4d a Plague take all kind of Compounding. 


Veil nat be too wiſe, 
Ner try to adviſe, 
Hau to er end gravely deſpair : 
For Ii qa and Parts 
Sit braeding en Hearts, 
And there they catch nothing but Care. 


Not a Thauglit ſhall come in 
But what brings our King ; 
Et Committees be dams” d werth thair Gain, 
We fend by this Steelth 
To our Heorts eur King's Health, 
Ard there in deipite he ſhall reign. 
[ Obadiah repeating with bin. 
C. Car. This is Sport beyond modeſt Hopes. How [I 
wil! adore Sack, that can force this Fellow to Religion. 
e Rogue is full of Worſhip. 
Tez. Well now, upon my Soul, Mr. Obad. Commit. 
ung 
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fings as well as the Man now : come then, will you fing 
an /r:þ Song after me? 

Obad. I will fing Lib for the King now. 

Teg. I will fing for the King as well as you. Hark 
you now. [ He fings az Iriſh Song, and Obadiah tries. 
_ Obad. That is too hard ſtuff: I cannot do theſe and 
theſe material Matters. 

Teg. Here now, we will take ſome Snuff for the King 
o, there, lay it upon your Hand; put one of your 
Noſes to it now; ſo, inuff now. Upon my Soul, Mr. 
Ot ad. Commit. will make a brave 1r:;&man. 

Obad. I will ſnuff for the King no more. Good 
Mr. Tzg, give me ſome more Sack, and fing Exgliß, for 
my Money. 

Teg. | will tell you that this 4 is as good and bet- 
ter too. Come, now, we will dance; Can you play an 
Irib Tune ? can you play this now ? 

Maſ. No, Sir; but I can play you an excellent Iris 
8 [Thy dence 

C. Car. This is beyond Thought! So this Motion, 
like a tumbled Barrel, has ſet the Liquor a working 
again. INow for a Chair. | 

C. Bl. Drawer ! who waits there? 

Enter Drawer. 

Draw e-. What do you want, Gentlemen? 

C. B/. Call a Chair preſently, and order it into this 
Room ; here's a Friend of ours overtaken. 

Draxver. 1 go, Sir. 5 [ Exit. 

C. Car. Teg. thou haſt done Miracles; thou art a good 
On:c2, and haſt vanquiſh'd the Cauſe, in this Overthrow 
of this counterfeit Raſcal, its true Epitome: and now, 
Teg, accordirg to the Words of Condemnation, we'll 
ſend him to the Place from whence he came. 

Teg. Upon my ſhoul he's dead now; ſhall I howl, as 
we do in Leland? 

C. Car. How's that, Teg ? 

77% Yo, yo. [ Howl, 

C. Car. No more, good Teg, leſt you pive an Alarm 
to the Enemy. Welcome, honeſt Fellow; by your Looks 
you ſcem ia, 


Enter 


to The COMMITTEE: Or, 
Enter Chairman with a Chair. 

1 Chair. How, Colonel, have you forgot your poor 
Soldier Ned? 

C. Car. Why, this is a miraculous Purſuit of good 
Fortune ! honeſt Ned; what, turn'd Chairman? 

1 Chair. Any thing for Bread and Beer, noble Colo- 
ſhall I have the Honour to carry you ? 

C. Car. n honeſt ? 

1 Chair. Or I'd be hang'd before I'd carry an 
with him. 

C. Car. "Tis well=——look you, Ned, that Fellow is 
Mr. 72 the Committee-man's Clerk, whom with won- 


fome Money to one or two confident Friends of mine ; 
we'll pay our Reckoning at the Bar, then go home, and 
laugh; and, if you will, plot ſome way to ſee our inchanting 
Females once more; they make me fo long— [ Exeunt. 

Enter My. Day, and Mrs. Day. 

Mrs. Day. Dif quickly, I ſay, and fay I ſaid it; 
wany things fall the Lip and the Cup. 

Mr. Day. Nay, Duck, let thee alone for Counſel. 
Ab, if thou had been a Man! 

Mrs. Day. Why then you wou'd have wanted a Wo- 
wan, and a Helper too. 

Mr. Day. I profeſs ſo I ſhou'd, and a notable one too, 
though I ſay't before thy Face, and that's no ill one. 

Mrs. Day. Come, come, you are wandring from the 
matter; dif] the Marriage I ſay, whilſt the is thus 
taken with our A. Women are uncertain. 

Mr. Day. How if ſhe ſhou'd be coy ? 

Mrs. Day You are at your V again; if ſhe be fooliſh, 
tell her plainly what ſhe muſt truſt to, no Abel, no Land; 
Plain-dealing's a Jewel: Have you the Writings drawn 
as I adviſed you, which ſhe muſt fign ? 


5 


The Faithful IniSHMAN. 61 


Mr. Day. Ay, I warrant you, Nuck ; here, here they 
be. Oh, ſhe bas a brave Estate 

Mrs. Day. What News you have! 

Mr. Day. Look you, Wife. 

* n and lays ont bis Keys. 


„ co 
4 Servant. 
Serv. 9 


bour Zechariah is g this ocz Tig, de k. he has 
made your Honour his Executor, but cannot depart till 
he has 1 aw Honours. 

(pM: De Al! ls! a good Man will leae ws Come, 

let us haſten: where is Obadiah to uſher you? 

Bs Day. Why, Obadiah . —A V arlet to be out of the 
way at ſuch a time; truly he moveth my Wrath. Come, 
Huſband along; Ill take Abel in his Place. [Execs 

Enter Ruth and Arbella. 

Ruth. What's the meaning of this Alarm? there's ſome 
Carrion diſcover'd ; the Crows are all gone upon a ſudden. 
Arb. The She Doy call'd moſt fiercely for Obadiah : 

look here, Ruth, what have they left behind? 

Ruth. As I live, it is the Day's Bunch of Keys, which 
be always keeps fo cloſely :——well——if thou haſt any 
Mettle, now's the time. 

Arb. To do what? 

Ruth, To fly out of Egypt. 

Enter Abel. 

Arb. Peace, we are betray'd elſe; as ſure as can be, 
Wench, he's come back for the Keys. 

Ruth. We'll forſwear them in confident Words, 
leſs confident Countenances. 

Abel. An important Affair hath called my honourable 
Father and Mother forth, and in the Abſence of Obadiab 
I am inforced to attend their Honours ; and therefore I 
conceiv'd it right and meet to acquaint you with it; leſt 
in my Abſence you might have apprehended, that ſome 
Miſchance had befallen my Perſon: therefore I defire you 
to receive Conſolation: and fo I bid you — - + 

[ Exit. 

Arb. Given from his Mouth this Tenth of Ari. He 

pat me in a cruel Fright, | 2 
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Ruth, As I live, I'm all over in ſuch a Dew as bangs 
about a Still, when tis firit ſet a going; but this is better 
and better: there was never ſuch an Opportunity to break 
Priſon. I know the very Places, the Holes in his Cloſet 
where the Compoſition of your Eſtate lies, aud where the 
Deeds of my own Eſtate lie. I have caſt my Eve upon 
them often, when I have gone up to him in Errands, 
and to call him to Dinner. If I miſs, hang me. 

Arb. But whither ſhall we go? 

Ruth. To a Friend of mine, and of my Father's, that 
lives near the Temple, and will harbour us; fear not ; and 
ſo ſet up for ourſelves, and get our Colonels. 

Arb. Nay, the Miſchief that I have done, and the 
Condition we are in, make me as ready as thou art: 
come, let's about it. 

Futh. Stay; do you ſtand Centinel here; that's the 
Cloſet-Wirdow; I'll call for thee, if I necd thee; ard le 
ſure to give notice of any News of the Enemy. [Ex::. 

Arb. | warrant thee May but this departing Bro- 
ther have ſo much ſtring of Life left him, as may tie this 
expecting Day to his bediide, till we have committed 
this honeſt Robbery—Hark ! what's that—this Appre- 
henſion can make a Noiſe when there's none. 

Ruth, | have 'em, I have 'em: nay the whole Covey, 
and his Seal at Arms bearing a Dog's Leg. LA. 

Ark. Come, make haſte then. 

Rub. As I live, here's a Letter counterfeited from the 
King, to the Raſcal his rebellious Subject Day; with a 
Remembrance to his diſcreet Wife. Nay, what doſt thou 
think theſe are? I'll but cat my Eye upon theſe Papers, 
that were Schiſmatically, and lay in Separation: what 
doſt think they are? | 

Arb. | can't tell; nay, prythee come away. 

Ruth, Out upon the preciſe Baboon! they are Letters 
from two Wenches, one for an Increaſe of Salary to 
maintain his urzlawful Hive; another from a Wench that 
had more Conſcience than he, and refus'd to take the 
Phytic that be preicrib'd to take away a natural 'I'yn- 


pany. 
Arb. Nay, pr'ythee diſpaich. 


Ruth, 


we. 2s ot # 
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Ruth. Here be abunda nce more; come, run up, and 
help me carry em. We'll take the whole Index of his 
Rogueries, we ſhall be furniſh'd with ſuch Arms, offen- 
five and defenkfve, that we ſhall never need ſue to him 
for a League. Come, make haſte, 

Arb. I come. [Exi 

Enter Chairmen with Obadiah in the Chair. 

1 Chair. Come, open this portable Tomb: life, 
here's nothing in it; ferret him or he'll never bolt. It 
looks as if we had brought a baſket Hare, to be ſet down 
and hunted. x 

2 Chair. He's dead. 

1 Chair, Dead drunk, thou mean'ft: turn up the Chair, 
and turn him out, as they do Badgers caught in a Sack: 
Shake, Man; fo, now he ſallies. | 

Obadiah tumbles out of the Chair, and fings as at the 
Tavern, ſome of the Sang enter 
and Ruth from robbiny the Cloſet. 

Arb. What's this? We are undone. 

Obad. Mr. Teg, will you dance, Mr, Teg ? 

Ruth, Put a good Face on't, or give me the Van. O, 
tis Oladiab fallen, 

Arb. Nay, and cannot riſe neither: d'ye hear, honeſt 
Friends, was this zealogs Gentleman your Freight ? 1 

1 Chair. Yes, Miſtreſs; two honeſt Gentlemen took 
care of him, ſeeing him thus devoutly overtaken. 

Arb. It was our Colonels, that thought Day ſent him 
to trepan them, as ſure as can be. 

* 2 No doubt — 4 how unmercif many are, Ar- 
, every minute to do ſomething or to increaſe 
our Whimſy——Are you paid? e 
; 1 Chair, Yes, Miſtreſs ———'Slife, we ſhall be paid 
ouble. 

Ruth. Stay; where did you leave the two careful- 
minded Gentlemen? 

1 Chair. Why do you aſk, Miſtreſs ? 

Ruth. For no hurt. Can'ſt carry us near the Place? 

1 Chair, Yes, Miſtreſs. Sure there's no danger in 
Women. 

. What doſt mean ? 


Ruth, 
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a — /-» -- os ain 
w—t near ? . 
1 Chair. Hard by, Miſtreſs. L * 
Ruth. Come in, there's my Friend lives hard by; fear 
not, we can never fly ſo conceal'd— May that Nightin- 
continue his Note, till the Owl Day returns to hear 
im.—Come, honeſt Fellow, ſtop over-againft the Place 
5 1 ſome Buſineſs 
with them; w U thank : fo 
good Night, Mr. Day, = my 
1 Chair. I warrant you, Miſtreſs. Come along, Tom. 


— 
Obad. Some Small- beer, good Mr. Teg. 
Enter as return d, Mr. Day, Mrs. Day, and Abel. 
Mr. Day. He made a good End, and as unte 


Mrs. Day. Fil aure you his Wife took on grievouly; 
I do not believe ſhe'll marry this half Year. 

Mr. Day. He died full of Exhortation. Ha, Duck, 
ſhou ' dſt be ſorry to loſe me ? 

Mrs. Day. Loſe you! I warrant you you'll live as long 
as a better Thing——Ahb, Lord, what's that? 


Obadiah , 
Mr. Day. How now ! what's this ? ——— s x 


—— and in a drunken Diſtem per, aſſuredly 

Mrs. Day. O fy upon't! who wou'd have believ'd that 
we ſhou'd have livd to have ſeen Obadiab overcome 
with the Creature Where have you been, Sirrah ? 
Obad. D—d—drinking the Ki—Ki—King's Health. 
Mr. Day. O terrible Diſgrace put upon us, and 
Shame brought within our Walls; III 
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Mrs. Day. Here, A*el, take up this fallen Creature, 
who has left his Uprightneſs; carry him to Bed, and 
when he is return'd to biaiſcif, I will exhort him. 

Abel. He is exceedingly overwhelmed. 

[ He goes to lift lim up. 

Obad. Stand away, I fay, and give me ſome Sack, 
that I may drink a Health to the King, and L: Coam- 
mittees be damn'd wuwith their Gain, [Obadiah /ongs. ] 
Where's Mr. Tg. 

Enter Mr. Day. 

Mr. Day. Undone, undone ! robb'd, robb'd! the 
Door's left open, and all my Writings and Papers ſtolen: 
undone, undone ! Ruth, Ruth ! 

Mrs. Day. Why Ruth, | ſay ! Thieves, Thieves! 

Erter Servant. 

Serv, What's the matter, Forſooth? here has been no 
Thieves: I have not been a Minute out of the Houſe. 

Mrs. Day. Where's Ruth, and Mrs Arbella? 

Serv. | have not ſeen them a pretty while. 

Mr. Day. Tis they have robb'd me, and taken away 
the Writings of both their Eftates. Undone, undone ! 

Mrs. Day. Tis came with ſtaying for you, Coxcomb, 
we had come back ſooner elſe: you flow Drone, we 
mult be undone for your Dulnefs. 

Obad. Be not in Wrath. 

Mrs. Day. III wrath ou, ye Raſcal you; Tl teach 
you, 2 drunken Raſcal, and you ſober dull Man. 

Obad. Your Feet are ſwift and violent; their Motion 
will make them fume. 

Mrs. Day. D'ye lye too, ye drunken Raſcal ? 

Mr. Day. Nay Patience, good Duck, and let's lay out 
for theſe Women ; they are the Thieves. 

Mrs. Day. "Twas you that left your Keys upon the 
Table to tempt them: ye need cry, Good Duck, be 
28 * in the — Raſcal, ye 9 * 

is ſober he may diſcover ſomething. Come, 
him up; Ill have em hunted. | 
[Exeunt My. Day and Mrs. Day. 

Abel. I rejoice yet in the midſt of my Sufferings, that 
my Miſtreſs ſaw not my }cbukes. Come, Obadiah, I 
pray raiſe yourſelf upon your Feet, and walk. oe 
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Obad. Have you taken the Covenant? that's the 


Queſlion. 

Abel. Vea. | 

OzZad. And will you drink a Health to the King? 
that's t'other Queſtion. 

Abel. Nay, make not thyſelf a Scorn. 

Obad. Scoin in thy Face; void, young Satan. 

Abel. I pray you walk in, I thall be aſſiſting. 

Obad. Stand off, and you ſhall perceive by my ſtedfaſt 
oing, that I am not drunk. Look you now—1o, ſoftly, 
ly; gently, good Obadiab, gently and ſteadily, for 
fear it ſhould be ſaid that thou art in Drink: So gently, 
and uprightly, Oba. 

[ He moves bis Legs, but flands Hill. 

Abel. You do not move. 

Obad. Then do 1 ſtand ftill, as faſt as you go. 

Enter Mrs. Day. 

Mrs. Day. What, ſtay all Day? there's for you, Sir; 
you are a ſweet Youth to leave in 'Truit; along, you 
drunken Raſcals; Fil ſet you both forward. 

Obad. The Philiſlines are upon us, and Day is broke 
looſe from Darkneſs, with kceping has made her kerce. 

| | ©he beats em off. 

Mrs. Day. Out, you drunken Raſcal: I'll make you 
move, you Beaſt. [Excunt. 


— 


Enter Bookſeller and Balli gt, having laid bold ou Teg. 

Beelſel OME along, Sir; I'll teach you to take 
Covenants. 

Teg. Will you teach me then ? did I not take it then ? 
Why will you teach me now ? 

Booifel. You ſhall pay dearly for the Blows you ſtruck 
me, my wild Iri/>man ; by St. Patrick, you ſhall. 

Teg. What have you now to do with St. Patrick ? he 
will ſcorn your Covenant. 

Rrokjel. I'll put vou, Sir, where you ſhall have worſe 
Liquor than your Bonny-Clabber. 


Teg. 


wt 
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Teg. Bonny-Clabber! By my Goſhip's Hand now you 
are a Raſcal if you do not love Bonny-Clabber, and I 
will break your Pate if you will not let me go to my 
Maſter. 

Bookjel. O you are an impudent Raſcal. Come, away 
with him. 

Enter C. Careleſs. | 

C. Car. How now !——hold my Friend; whither do 
you carry my Servant? | 

Bookjel. I have arreſted him, Sir, for ſtriking me, and 
taking 3 Books. 

C. Car. What has he taken away? 

Bukjel. Nay, the Value of the Thing is not much? 
twas the Covenant, Sir. 

Teg. Well, I did take the Covenant, and my Maſtero 
took it from me; and we have taken the Covenant then, 
have we not? | 

C. Car. Here, honeſt Fellow, here's more than thy 
Covenant's worth; here, Bailiffs, here's for you to drink. 

Buikjel. Well, Sir, you ſeem an honeft Gentleman; 
ws your Sake, and in hopes of your Cultom, I releafe 

m. | 
1 Bail. Thank ye, noble Sir. [ Exe. Book/el. and Bail. 

C. Car. Farewel, my noble Friends—ſ{o—d'ye hear, 
Teg? Pray take no more Covenants.— Have you paid 
the Money I feat you with ? . 

Teg. Yes; but I will carry no more, look you there 
now. 

C. Car. Why, Tee ? 

Teg. Gad ſa' my ooul now, I ſhall ran away with it. 

C. Car. Piſn, thou art too honeſt. 

Teg. That I am too upon my Soul now; but the Devil 
is not honeſt, that he is not; he would not let me alone 
when I was going: but he made go to this little long 
Place; and t'other little long Place; and upon my Soul 
was Carrying me to 1r:jard: for he made me go by a 
dirty Place like a Lough now; and therefore | krow 
now it was the Way to /reland: Then I would ſtand ſtill, 
and then he wou'd make me goon; and then I wou'd go 
to one Side, and he wou'd make me go to t'other Side; 
and then 1 got a little farther, and did run then; and 

upon 
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upon my Soul the Devil could not catch me; and then 
1 did pay the Mony: But I will carry no more Mony 
now, that I will not. 

C. Car. But thou ſha't, Tg. when I have more to 
ſend ; thou art Proof now againſt Temptations. 

14. Well then, if you ſend me with Mony again, and 
if I do not come to thee upon the Time, the Devil will 
make me be gone then with the Mony : Here's a Paper 
for thee, tis à quit Way indeed. 

{ Reads. 


C. Car. That's well id, T eg. .— 

Enter Mr. Day, Obadiah, and SolFers. 

Obad, See, Sir, Providence has directed us; there is 
one of them that clothed me with Shame, and the mo 
malignant among the Wicked. 

Mr. Day. Soldiers ſeize him: I charge him with Trea- 
fon ; here's a Warrant to the Keeper, as I told you. 

1 Sold. Nay, no Refiftance now. 

C. Car. What's the matter, Raſcals? 

Mr. Day. You ſhall know that to your Coſt hereafter t 
away with him. 

N C. Car. „ 
am b g 

Teg. I pr'ythee ben't engag' d. 

2 Gentlemen, I — guilty of nothing, that I 


Mr. Day. That will appear, Sir; — away with him. 
will you do with my Maſter now ? 

quiet, Sir, or you ſhall go with him. 
will, for all you now. 

L [Whiſper. 
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Chai with Sedan, Women come out, 
we are right. —Now, honeſt Fellow, ſtep 
the two Gentlemen, that we two Women 


( 
1 
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Ruth. That's my Colonel, Arbella; catch him quick - 
ly, or he'll fly again. 

Arb. What ſhou'd I do? 

Ruth. Put forth ſome good Words, as they us'd to 
ſhake Oats, when they go to catch a ſkittiſh Jade. Ad- 


Vance. 

Arb. Sir. 

C. Bl. Lady——'tis ſhe. 

Arb. 1 * 2 that my Friend and I had ſome 
Canveni ing with you; we now want the 

C. Bl. Then I am happy. Bring me but to do ſome- 
thing for you; I wou'd have my Actions talk, not I! 
My Friend will be here immediately ; I dare ſpeak for 
him too Pardon my laſt Confuſion ; but what I told 
you was as true as if I had ſtaid 

Ruth To make Afidevit of it. 
C. Bl. Good over-charged Gentlewoman, ſpare me 
but a little. 

Arb. Pr'ythee Peace: can'ft thou be merry, and we in 
this Condition ?——Sir, I do believe you noble, truly 
worthy: If we might withdraw any whither out of Sight, 
I wou d acquaint you with the Buſineſs. 

Lien. My Houſe, Ladies, is at tnat Door, where 
both the Colonels lodge: Pray command it. Colonel 
Careleſs will immediately be here. | 

Enter Teg. 

Teg. Well new, my good Mader will not come; that 
Commit. Rogue Day has got him with Men in red Coats, 
and he is gone to Priſon here below this Street; he wou'd 
not let me go with him i'faich, but made me come tell 
thee now. 

Ruth. O my Heart—Tears, by your Leave awhile— 
8 ber Ezes.] D'ye hear, Arbella, here, take all the 

rinkets, only the Bait, that I'll uſe; accept of this 
Houſe, here let me find thee, I'll try my Skill; nay. 
talk not. [Extt. 

C. BI. Careleſs in Priſon! Pardon me, Madam; I muft 
leave you for a little while; pray be confident; this 
I + cated detec die 

Teturl. 


Arb. 
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Arb. What do you mean to do, Sir? 

C. Bl. I cannot tell; yet I muſt attempt ſomething ; 
you ſhall have a ſudden Account of all Things. You * 
you dare believe; pray be as good as your Word; and 
whatever Accident beſals me, know I love you dearly : 
Why do you weep ? 

Arb. Do not run yourſelf into a needleſs Danger. 

C. Bl. How! d'ye weep for me? Pray let me ſee: 
Never Woman did ſo before, that I know of. I am 
raviſh'd with it; the round gaping Earth ne'er ſuck'd 
Showers ſo greedily, as my Heart drinks theſe: Pray it 
you love me, be but ſo good and kind as to confeſs it. 

Arb. Do not aſk what you may tell yourſelf. 

C. Bl. I muſt go; Honour and Friendſhip call me. 
Here, dear Lieutenant, I never had a Jewel but this; 
uſe it as right ones ſhou'd be uſed; do not breathe upon 
it, but gaze as I do, —hold—one Word more; the Sol- 
dier that you often talk'd of to me, is {till honeſt ? 

Lieu. Moſt perfectly. 

C. BI. And I may truſt him? 

Licu. With your Lite. | 

C. Bl. Enough. pray let me leave my laſt Looks 
fix'd * you——So, I love you, and am honeſt. 3z 
careful, good Lieutenant, of this Trea.. e —ſhe weeps 
flill-—1 can't go, and yet I muſt Exi:, 

Lieu. Madam, pray let my Houſe be Honour'd with 
you; be confident of all Reſpect and Faith. 

Arb. What Uncertainties purſue my Love and For- 
tune! [ Exeunt. 
Enter Ruth with a Soldier. 

Rath. Come, give me the Bundle; fo, now the IIabit; 
tis well, there's for your Pains; be fecret, and waic 
where | appointed you. | 

Scl If I fail, may I die in a Ditch, and there lic, 
and out- ſtink it. 

Ruth. Now for my wild Colonel; firſt, here't a Note, 
with my Lady Day's Seal to it, for his Releaſe; if that 
fails (as he that will thoot at theſe Raſcals muſt have two 
Strings to his Bow) then here's my red Coat's Skin to 
dilguiſe him, and a String to draw up a Ladder of 
Cords, which I have prepar'd agaiait it grows dark; * 


F * 


* 0 
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of them will hit ſure. I muſt have him out, and I muſt 
have him when he is out: I have no Patience to expect. 
Within there ha 

Enter Keeper. 

Ruth. Have not you a Priſoner, Sir, in your Cuſtody, 
one Colonel Careleſs ? 

Keep. Yes, Miſtreſs; and committed by your Father, 
Mr. Day. 

Ruth. I know it; but there was a Miſtake in it; here's 
a Warrant for his Delivery, under his Hand and Seal. 

Keep. I wou'd willingly obey it, Miſtreſs ; but there's 
a general Order come from above, that all the King's 
Party ſhou'd be kept cloſe, and none releas'd but by the 
State's Order. 

Ruth. This goes ill. _——May I ſpeak with him, Sir? 

Keep. Very freely, Miſtreſs ; there's no Order to for- 
bid any to come to him. To ſay truth, tis the moſt 
pleaſant'ſt Gentleman. I' call him forth. [ Exzz. 

Ruth. O' my Conſcience every Thing mult be in Love 
with him; now for my laſt Hopes; it this fail, I'll uſe 
the Ropes myſelf. 

Er ter Keeper and Carelcſs. 

C. Car. Mr. Day's Daughter ſpeak with me? 

Keep. Ay, Sir, there the 1s. [Fr's, 

Rath, O Sir, does the Name cf Mr. Day's Daughtcr 
trouble you? you love the Geutlewoman, but hate his 
Daughter. | 

C. Car. Yes, I do love that Gentlewoman you ſpeak 
of molt exceedingly. 

Puth. And the Gentlewoman loves you: But what 
Luck this is, that Day's Daughter ſhou'd ever be with 
her, to ſpoil all! 

C. Car. Not a whit, one way; I have a pretty Room 
within, dark, and convenicat. 

Ruth, For what? 

C. Car. For you and I to give Counter-ſecurity for 
our Kindneſs to one another. 

Ruth. But Nir. Day's Daughter will be there too. 

C. Car. Iis dark, we'll ne'er ſee her. 

Ruth. You care nat who you are wicked with ; me- 
tuns 4 Priion thou'd tame you, "SC 

Ca. 
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C. Car. Why, d'ye think a Priion takes away Blood 
and Sight? as long as I am fo qualify'd, I am Touch- 
| wood, and whenever you bring Fire, I fall a burning. 

Ruth. And you wou'd quench it. 

C. Car. And you ſhall kindle it again. 

Ruth. No, you will be burnt ont at laft, burnt to a 
Coal, black as diſhoneſt Love. 

C. Car. Is this your Bufineſs? Did you come to diſ- 
turb my Contemplations with a Sermoa ? Is this all ? 

Ruth. One Thing more: I love you, it's true; but I 
love you honeftly, if you know how io love me virtu- 
ouſly, I'll free you from Priſon, and run all Fortunes 
with you, . 

C. Car. Yes, I cou'd love thee all manner of Ways ; 
if I cou'd not, Freedom were no Bait, were it from 
Death. I ſhou'd deſpiſe your Offer, to bargain for a 
Lye.— But. 5 

Rath. Oh noble — but what? 

C. Car. The Name of that Raſcal that got thee; yet 
J lye too, he got ne'er a Limb of thee. Pox on't, thy 
Mother was as unlucky to bear thee : But how ſhall we 
ſalve that? take but thefe Incumbrances, and I'll pur- 
chafe thee in thy Smock ; but to have ſuch a Flaw in 
my Title. 

Ruth. Can I belp Nature? 

C. Car. Or I Honour? Why, hark you now, do but 
fwear me into a Pretence, do but betray me with an 
Oxh that thou wert not begot on the Dody of Gillan, 
my Fathcr's Eitchcn-Maid. 

Ruth. Who's that? 

C. Car. Why, the honourable Mrs. Day that now is. 

Ruth, Will you bclieve me if I ſwear? 

C. Car. Ay that I will, though I know all the while 


tis not true. 


Rath. I ſwear then by all that's good, I am not their 
Daughter. 

C. Car. Poor kind perjur'd Pretty One, I am beholden 
to thee; ou dit damn thyſelf for me? 

Ruth You are miſtaken: I have try'd you fully; you 
are noble, and I hope you love me; be ever firm to vir- 
tuous Principles: My IName is not fo godly a one as m_ 

ut 


&a ca 


vir- 
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but plain Arne, and Daughter err 
one that you have heard of, ſince in the World 
he has ſtill bad ſo loud and fair a Character: tis too 
long ta tell you how this Day got me an Infant, and my 
Eſtate, into his Power, and made me paſs for his own 
Daughter, my Father dying when I was but two Years 
old. This I knew but lately, by an unex meeting 
of an ancient Servant of my Father's. But two Hours 
fnce Arbella and I found an Opportunity of ſtealin 
away all the Writings that belong'd to my Eſtate, a 
her Compoſition: In our Flight we met your Friend, 
with whom I left her as ſoon as I had Intelligence of 
your Misfortune, to try to get your Liberty; which if 1 
can do, you have an Eſtate, for I have mine. 
C. Car. Thou more chan 
Ruth, No, no, no Raptures at this Time; here's your 
Diſguiſe purchas'd from a true-hearted Red-Coat; here 
a Bundle; let this Line down when 'tis almoſt dark, and 
ſhall draw up a Ladder of Ropes ; if the Ladder of 
Ropes be done ſooner, I'Il ſend them by a Soldier that L 
dare truſt; and you may. Your Window's large enough, 
As ſoon as you receive it, come down ; if not, when 'tis 
duſk, let down your Line, and at the Bottom of the 
Window you ſhall find yours, more than her own, not 
Ruth, but Anne. 
C. Car. I'll leap into thy Arms. 
Ruth. So you may break your Neck: If you do, I'll 
jump too. But Time ſteals on our Words; obſerve all 
I have told you: So farewell. 


C. Car. Nay, as the good Fellows uſe to ſay, let us 
not part with dry ——— Kiſs. 

Ruth. Not a bi till I am all . 

C. Car. Your Hand then, to ſhew fm grown rea- 
ſonable. A poor Compounder. 


Ruth. Piſh, there's a dirty Glove upon t. 
C. Car. Give me but any naked Part, and UI kiſs it 
G9 ſnail creeps, and leave a fign where my Lips flid 


— 
Ruth. Good Snail, get out of your Hole firit, think of 
your Buſineſs. So fare 


C. Car. Nay, pr'ythee by not aſham'd that on 
0 
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loth to leave me. *Slid I am a Man; but I am as arrant 


a Rogue, as thy Zuondam Father Day, if I cou'd not cry, 
to leave thee a brace of Minutes. 

Ruth. Away; we grow fooliſk——farewel——yet be 
 careful———nay, go in. 
C. Car. Do you go firſt. 
Ruth. Nay, fy, go in. 


C. Car. We'll fairly then divide the Victory, and 


draw of together. —So—1 will have the laſt Look. 
[ Zxcunt feverally, lacking at one another. 
Enter C. Blunt, and Soldier. 

C. Bl. No more Words; I do believe, nay, I know 
thou art honeſt. I may live to thank thee better. 

Sel, I ſcorn any Encouragement to love my King, or 
thoſe that ſerve him. I took Pay under theſe People, 
with a Deſign to do him Service ; the Lieutenant knows 
it. 

C. Bl. He has told me ſo; no more Words: thou art a 
noble Fellow: Thou art ſure his Window's large enough? 

Sol. Fear it not. 

C. Bl. Here then, carry him this Ladder of Ropes : 
So; now give me the Coat; ſay not a Word to him, but 
bid him diſpatch when he fees the Coaſt clear; he ſhall 
be waited for at the Bottom of his Window. Give him 
thy Sword too, if he deſires it. 

Sol. Vil diſpatch it inftanty, therefore get to your 
Place. [ Exit. 

C. Bl. I warrant ye. 

Enter Teg. 

Teg. Have you done every thing then ? By my Shoul 
new, yonder is the Man with the hard Name; that Man 
now, that I made drunk for thee, Mr. Tay's Raſcal; le 
2 along there behind now upon my Shoul that 


is. 

C. Zl. The Raſcal comes for ſome Miſchief. Tig, 
now or never play the Man. 

Teg. How ſhou'd | be a Man then? 

C. Bl. Thy Maſter is never to be got out, if this 
Rogue gets hither; meet him therefore, Teg. in the molt 
winning manner thou canſt, and make him once more 
drunk, and it ſhall be call'd the Second Edition of 

Obadiab, 


The ' Faithful In ISRMAN. 75 


Obadiah, put forth with [i Notes upon him; and if 

he will not go drink with thee 
Teg. I will carry him upon my Back-fide, if he will 

not go; and if he will not be drunk, I will cut his 

＋ then, that I will, for my ſweet Maſter now, that 
will. 

C. Bl. Difpatch, good Jeg; and diſpatch him too, if 
he will not be confoi mable; and if thou canſt but once 
more be victorious, bring him in Triumph to Lievte- 
nant Stery's, there hall be the general Rendezvous: 
Now, or never, Teg. 

Teg. I warrant you I will get Drink into his Pate, or 
I will break it for him, that I will, I warrant you: He 
ſhall not come after you now. 

C. Bl. Good luck go with thee: The Fellow's faithful 
and tout: that Fear's over: Now to my Station. 


[ Exit, 
C. Carcleſfs as in Priſon. 

C. Car. The Time's almoſt come: how flow it flut- 
ters? My Deſires are better wing'd: How | long to 
counterfeit a Faintneſs when I come to the Bottom, and 
fink into the Aras of this dear witty Fair !--Ha, he's 
this ? 

: Enter Soldier, | 

Sal. Here, Sir, here's a Ladder of Ropes, faſten it ta 
your Window, and deſcend: you ſhall be waited for. 

C. Car. 'The careful Creature has ſent it—but d'y- 
hear, Sir, cou'd you not ſpare that Implement by your 
Sicke? it might ſerve to keep off fna!ll Cars. 

Sed. You'll have to need ont, Lut there it is; make 
hae, the Coalt is clear, [Exits 

C. Car. O this pretty She Captain General over ne 
Soul and Body; the Thought of her mullers ever; Faculty 
have: She has ſent the Ropes, and Gays for me; no 
Dancer of the Ropes ever ſlid down with that Swiftreſs 
(or Deſire of Haſte) that I wil! make to thee. [ Exit, 

| Enter Blunt in his S2ldier's Coat. 

C. Bl. All's quiet, and the Coaſt clear; to far it go2s 
well; mat is the Window; in this Nook FI ſtaud, till | 
ſee him coming down. [Steps in 


D 2 C. Care- 
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C. Careleſs above in a Soldier's Habit, lets deu, the 
Ladder 2 Ropes, and ſpeaks. 

C. Car. I cannot ſee my North Star that I muſt ſail 
by ; 'tis clouded : perhaps ſhe ſtands cloſe in ſome Cor- 
ner; Ill not trifle Time: all's clear, Fortune, forbear 
thy Tiicks, but for this ſmall Occaſion, 

Enter Blunt. 

C. B/. What's this! a Soldier in the Place of Carele/: ? 
T om betray'd, but Pll end this Raſcal's Duty. | 

C. Car. How, a Soldier betray'd; this Raſcal 
ſhan't laugh at me. 

C. Bl. Dog. 

C. Car. Huw, Blunt ? 

C. Bi. Cardlejs! 

C. Car. Vou gueſs ſhrewdly; plague, what Contrivance 
hath {et zou and I a tilting at one another? 

C. B.. How the Devil got you a Soldier's Habit ? 

C. Car. The ſame Friend, for ought I know, that 
ſurniſi'd you. This kind Gentlewoman is Rath ſtill. 
Hz, here ſhe is; I was juft ready to be ſuſpicious. 

Enter Ruth with a Ladder of Ropes. 

Ruth. Who's there? 

O. Car. Two notable charging Red-coats. 

Ruth, As J live, my Heart is at my Mouth. 

C. Car. Pr'ythee, let it come to thy Lips, that I may 
kiſs it. What have you in your Lap? | 

Ruth. The Ladder of Ropes: How a God's Name 
got yu hither? 

0 —＋ Why, I had the Ladder of Ropes, and came 
down by it. 

E B.. Then the Miſtake is plainer; twas I that ſent 
the Soldier with the Ropes. 

Ruth. What an Eſcape was this! come, let's loſe no 
Time; here's no Place to explain Matters in. 

C. Car. I will ſtay to tell thee, I ſhall never deſerve 
tice. 

Rath. Tell me ſo when you have had me a little while. 
Come, follow me; put on your plaineſt Garb; not like 
a Dancing Maſter, with your Toes out. Come along. 
Ruth pulls their Hats over their Eyes.] Hang down your 
Head as if you wanted Pay, So. [Excunt. 
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Enter Mr. Day, Mrs. Day, Abel, and Mrs. Chat. 
Mrs. Day. Are you fure of this, neighbour Chat ? 
Mrs. Chat. Pm as ſure of it, as I am that 1 have 2 

Nole to my Face. 

Mrs. Day. Is my —— 

Mr. Day. Ay! is m 

Mrs. Day. You may give one leave, methinks, to aſk 
out one Queſtion, Is my Daughter Rh with her? 

Mrs. Chat. She was not, when I ſaw Mrs. Arbella 
laſt. I have not been fo often at your Honour's Houſe, 
but that I know Mrs. Arlella, the rich Heireſs, that 

Mr. Abel was to have had, good Gentleman, if he has 
his Due: They never ſuſpected me; for I us'd to buy 
things of my Neighbour Story, before ſhe marricd the 
Lieutenant; and ſtepping in to fee Mrs. Story that now 
is, my Neighbour Ne del that was: I faw, as I told 
you, this very Mrs. Abella; and I warrant Mrs. Ruth 
is not far off. 

Mrs. Day. Let me adviſe then, Huſband. 

Mr. Day. Do, good Duck; I'll warrant 'em.- — 

=_ Day. You'll warrant when I have done the Buſi- 
nels. 

Mr. Day. I mean ſo, Duck. 

Mrs. Day. Well! pray ſpare your Meaning too: Firt 
then, we'll go ourſelves in Perſon to this Sei's Houlr, 
and in the mean time ſend Alel for Soldiers; and when 
he has brought the Soldiers, let them flay at the Door, 
and come up himſelf; and then if fair Means will not 
do, foul ſhall. 

Mr. Day. Excellent well adviſed, ſwect Dack: Ah! 
let thee alone. Be gone, Abel, and obſerve thy Mother 3 
Directions. Remember the Place. We'll be reveng'd for 
robbing us, and for all their Tricks. 5 

Abel. I ſhall perform it. 

Mrs, Day. Come along, Neighbour, and ſhew us the 
beſt Way: and by and by we ſhall have News from Oba- 
diah, who is gone to give the other Colonel's Goalcr a 
double Charge, to keep the wild Youth cloſe. Come, 
Huſband, let's haſten. Mrs. Chaz, the State ſhall kno» 
what good Service you have done. 

Mrs. Chat. I thank your Honour. [ Excanr, 

- D 3 Eule. 
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; Exter Atbella and Liewenens. 
till you bans Os Kone — 
Arb. Tis a Woman, Sir, — 2 we want Mens 


your Tears 


every 

Ruth. When did we hug laſt, good Soldier? 

C. Car. I have done nothing but bug thee in Fancy. 
ever ſince you Ruth turn d Aznice. 

Arb. You are welcome, Sir: I cannot deny I ſhar'd in 
all your Danger. 

Lieu. If ſhe had deny'd it, Colonel, I would have be- 
tray'd her. 

C. BJ. I know not what to ſay, nor how to tell, bow 
dearly, how well I love you. 

Arb. Now can't I ſay I love him; yet I have a mind 
to tell him too. ds e FAY ; 
Ruth. Keep't in » Or Riſing 
of the Lights — 

Arb. What ſhall 1 ſay? 

Rath. Say ſomething, or he'll vaniſh. 

C. BI. D'ye not believe I love you ? or can't you love 
me? Not a Word. —Covu'd you—but—— 

Arb. No more; Ill ſave you the Labour of Courtſhip, 
which ſhou'd be too tedious to all plain and honeſt Na- 
tures : It is enough; I know you love me. 

C. BI. Or may I periſh whilſt I am ſwearing it. 

Enter Prentice. 

Lieu. How now, Tack. 

Boy. O Maſter undone |! Here's Mr. Day the Commi- 
tee-man, and his fierce Wife, come into the Shop: 
Mrs. Cat brought them in, and they ſay they will come 
p; they know that Mrs. Arballa and their Daughter 
uth is here: Deny em if you dare, they ſay. 

Lien. Go down, Boy, and tell em > coma 1 
cm. [ Exit Boy.) This pure Jade, my Neighbour > 
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has betray'd us; what ſhall I do? I warrant the Raſcal 
has Soldiers at his Heels: I think I could help the Co- 
lonels out at a Back-door. 

C. Bl. I'd die rather by my Arbella; now you ſhall 


ſee I love you. 

C. Car. Nor will I Charles forſake you Annice. 

Ruth. Come, be chearful ; Pll defend you all againſt 
the Aſſaults of Captain Day, and Major-General Day, his 
new drawn-up Wife. Give me my Ammunition, the Pa- 

Woman, So, if I do not rout em, fall on; let's 

all die together, and make no more Graves but one. 

C. BI. Sliſe, I love her now, for all ſhe has jeer d 
me ſo. 

Ruth. Go fetch em in, Lieutenant. [ Exit Lieu. ] Stand 
3 as my Reſerve —ſo — I for the forlorn 

ope. 


Car. That we bad Teg here, to quarrel with the 
Female triumphing Day, whilſt I threw the Male Day 
out of the Window. Hark, I hear the Troop march- 
ng I know the ſhe Day Stamp, among the Tramples 

a Regiment. 

Arb. They come, Wench; charge em bravely ; I'll 
ſecond thee with a Volley. 3 þ 

Ruth. They'll not ſtand ti Charge, fear not; 
now the Day breaks. - 

C. Car. Wou'd *twere his Neck were broke. 

Enter Mr. Day, and Mrs. Day. 

Mrs. Day. Ah ha! my fine Runaways, have I found 
you? What, you think my Huſband's Honour lives 
without Intelligence. Marry come up. 

Mr. Day. My Duck tells you how tis We 
Mrs. Day. Why then let your Duck tell em how tis; 
yet as I was ſaying, you ſhall perceive we abound in In- 
telligence ; elfe *twere not for us to go about to keep the 
Nation quiet; but if you, Mrs- Abella, will deliver up 
what you have ſlolen, and ſubmit, and return, with us, 
and this ungracious Ruth. 

Ruth. Anne if you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Day. Who gave you that Name, pray ? 

Ruth. My Godfathers and Godmothers in Baptiſm ; 
en, Forſooth, I can anſwer a Leaf farther. 

Mr. Day: 
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Mr. Day. Duck, good Duck, a Word; I do not like 


this Name, Aunrce. 
Mrs. Day. You are ever in a Fright, with a fhrivell'd 
Heart of your own. —— Well, Gentlewoman, you are 


merry. | 

Arb. As newly come out of your Wardſhips: I hope 
= he is well ſhall ſee him preſen 

Mrs. Day. Yes, he is ; you i tly ; 
yes, you ſhall fee him. 4 

C. Cay. That is, with Myrmidors : Come, good Arne, 
no more Delay, fall on. 

Ruth. Then before the furious Abel approaches with his 
Red-Coats, who perhaps are now marching under the 
Conduct of that expert Captain in weighty Matters; 
know the Articles of our Trreaty are only theſe; this A.- 
hella will keep her Eſtate, and not marry Abel, but this 
Gentleman; and I Anne Daughter to Sir Bail Thorows- 
good and not Rath, as has been thought, have taken my 
own Eftate, together with this Gentleman, for better for 
worſe : we were modeſt, though Thieves; only plunder- 
ed our own. 

Mrs. Day. Yes, Gentlewoman, you took ſomething 
elſe, and that my Huſband can prove; it may coſt you 
your Necks, if you do not ſubmit. 

Ruth. Truth on't is, we did take ſomething elſe. 

Mrs. Dey. Oh, did you fo? 

Ruth. Pray give me leave to ſpeak one Word in pri- 
vate with my Father Day ? 

Mrs. Day. Do fo, do fo; are you going to compound? 
Oh, *tis Father Day now ! 

Rath, D'ye hear, Sir: how long is't fince you have 
practis'd Phyſic ? [Takes Lim afide. 

Mr. Day. Phyfic ! what d'ye mean ? 

Ruth, | mean Phyſic ; look ye, here's a ſmall Preſcrip- 
tion of yours; d'ye know this Hand-writing ? 

Mr. Day. I am undone. 

Rnth. Here's another upon the ſame Subject; this young 
ene I believe came into this wicked World for want of 
ycur preventing Doſe ; it will not be taken now neither; 
it ſeems your Wenches are wilful: nay, I do not wonder 
to ſee em have more Conſcience than you have. 


Mr. Day. 


The. Faithful In1SaMAn. 81 
Mr. Day. Peace, good Mrs. Aung: | am undone if you 


ay me. , 

Enter Abel, goes to his Father. 

Abel. The Soldiers are come. 

Mr. Day. Go and ſend em away, Abel; here's ne 
need, no need now. 

Mrs. Day. Are the Soldiers come, Abel? 

. Abel. Yes, but my Father biddeth me ſend them away. 

Mr. Day. No, not without your Opinion, Duck ; but 
fince they have but their own, I think, Duck, if we 
were all Friends. 

Mrs. Day. O, are you at your V again? d'yon think 
they ſhall make a Focl of me, though they make an Aſs 
of you? Call em up, .4te/, if they will not ſubmit; call 
up the Soldiers, Abel. 

Ruth. Why, your fierce Honour ſhall know the Buſineſs 
that makes the wiſe Mr. Day inclinable to Friendſhip. 

Mr. Day. Nay, good Sweet-heart, come, I pray let 
us be Friends. 

Mrs. Day. How's this! what, am not I fit to be truſted 
now ? have you built your Credit and Reputation upon 
my Council and Laboaurs, and am not I fit now to be 
truſted ? | 
Mr. Day. Nay, ſweet Duck, I confeſs I owe all 
to thy Wiſdom. Good Gentlemen, perſuade my Duck, 
that we may be all Friends. 

C. Car. Hark you, good Gillian Day, be not ſo fierce 
upon the Huſband of thy Boſom ; 'twas but a ſmall Start 
of Frailty : ſay it were a Wench, or ſo? 

Ruth, As | live, he has hit upon't by chance: now 
we ſhall have Sport. Alte. 

Mr. Day. How, a Wench, a Wench ! out upon the 
Hypocrite. A Wench ? was not I ſufficient? a Wench ! 
Fil be reveng'd, let him be aſhamed if he will: call the 
Soldiers, Abel. 

C. Car. Stay, good Abel; march not off fo haſtily. 

Arb. Soft, gentle Abel, or I'll diſcover you are in 
Bonds; you ſhall never be releaſed, if you move a ſtep. 

Ruth. D'ye hear, Mrs. Day, be not fo furious, hold your 
| Peace; you may divulge your Huſband's Shame, if you 
are ſo ſimple, and caft him out of Authority, nay and __ 
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him try'd for his Life; read this. Remember too I know }. 
of your Bribery and Cheating, and ſomething elſe: you 
gueſs : Be Friends, and forgive one another. Here's a Let- 
ter counterfeited from the King, to beftow Perferment 
upon Mr. Day, if he would turn honeft ; by which means, 
I ſappoſe you cozened your Brother Cheats; in which he 
was to remember his Service to you. I believe 'twas 

our Indifting: You are the Committee-man. is your 
bet way (nay, never demur) to kiſs and be Friends. 

ow if you can contrive handſomly to cozen thoſe that 
cozen all the World, and get theie Gentlemen to come 
by their Eftates cily, and without taking the Covenant, 


the old Sum of tive hundred Pound, that I uſed to talk 
of. ſhall be yours yet. 


Mrs. Day. We will endeavour. 


Rath. Come, Mrs. A. bella, pray let's all be Friends. 
Ard. With all my Heart. 


Rath, Brother Abel, the Bird is flown; but you ſhall be 
releafed from your Bonds. 
Abel. I bear my Afiictions as I may. 


Eater Teg leading Chadiah in a Halter, and a Muſician. 
Tep. What is this now? Who are you? Well, are not 

you life. Tay? Well I will tell her what I ſhonld ſay 

now ? Shall I then? I will try if I cannot laugh too, as 

I did, that I will. 

C. Car. No, good Te, there's no need of thy Meſ- 

ſage now; but why doſt thou lead Obadiah thus? 

Teg. Well, I will hang him preſently, that I will ; look 
you here Mrs. Tay, here's your Man Obadiah, do you ice 
that now? He would not let me make him drunk; no 
more, that he would not; fo, I did take him in this 
String, and | did tell him, if he did make Noiſes, I 
wov'd put this Knife into him, that I wou'd upon my Soul. 

C. J. Honeſt Teg, thy Maſter is beholden to thee in 
ſome meaſure for his Liberty. 

C. Car. Teg, I ſhall requite thy Honeſty. 

Teg. Well, ſhall I hang him then ? It is a Rogue now; 
who wou'd not be dunk, that he wou'd not. 


Obad. I do beſeech you, Gentlemen, let me not be 
brought unto death. 


C. Car. 
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C. Car. No: poor Teg, tis enough; we are all Friends; 
r 

g. Well, he ſhall go then; but you ſhall love the 

Lin e ou another time, that I will by my 

King Well, look you here now, here is the Man that 

ſung you the Song, that he is; I met bim as I came, and 

I] bid him come hither and r that 1 did. 


C. Car. D'ye hear, my Friend, is any of your Com- 
panions with you ? 


J. Yes, Sir. 

C. Car. As 1 live, we'll all dance; it ſhall be the Cele - 
bration of our Weddings: Nay, Mr. Day, as we hope to 
continue Friends, you and your Duck ſhall trip it too. 

Teg. Ay by my Soul will we; Obadiab ſhall be my 
— and yoa ſhall dance for the King, that you 

all 

C. Car. Go, and ſtrike up then: no chiding now, 
Mrs. Day; come, you muſt not be refractory for once. 

Mrs. Day. Well, Huſband, fince theſe Gentlemen will 
have it fo, and that they may perceive we are Friends, 
dance. 

C. Bl. Now, Mr. Day, to your Buſineſs; get it done as 
ſoon as you will, the Five hundred Pound ſhall be ready. 

C. Car. So, well done, Friends; thanks, honeſt Teg ; 
thou ſhalt flouriſh in a new Livery for this. Now, 
Mrs, Aunice, I hope you and I may agree about killing, 
and compound every way. Now, Mr. Day, 

If you will have good Luck in every Thing, 

Turn Cavalier, and cry, God blefs the King. [ Eacunt. 


EPILOGU E, 


1 Thing is ft to de, 
More ju Committee, to compound with you; 
Fer, —— equal Cenſures Fall be known, 
The Poet's under Sequeſtration : 
He bas no Title to his ſmall Effate 
Of Wit, unleſs you pleaſe to ſet the Rate. 
Accepe this bal 2 Purchaſe of bis Wit, 
For in the compaſs of that Time 'twas Wri : 
Net that this is enough; he'll pay you more, 
775 an yourſe/ves believe him not too poor : 
"tis your Fudgments give him Wealth ; in this, 
He's juft as rich as you believe be is. 
Aae all Committees cou 4 have done Hike you, 


Made Men more rich, and by their Payments too. 


